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FOREWORD 


Have you ever read a book that was written for Roman 
Catholics and for Pentecostals, for Episcopalians and Baptists, for 
Methodists and Congregationalists, for Presbyterians and Disciples 
of Christ, for Christian Scientists and Mormons, and for every 
other religious denomination of the more than two hundred and 
fifty denominations in our country? You are about to read one now! 
This book was written for the hundreds of thousands of persons 
who have listened to Mrs. Driftmier and me on the Kitchen-Klatter 
radio program which is broadcast throughout several states west 
of the Mississippi River. To judge from the thousands of letters 
received from our radio audience over the past twenty years, we 
know that most of the people who read this book will be people of 
faith. They will be people who believe in God, who believe in 
Jesus Christ, and who belong to some branch of the universal, 
Christian church. 

You have heard it said many times that Christian people have 
far more opinions about which they agree, than they have opinions 
about which they disagree. I learned that when I was a chaplain in 
the United States Navy counseling young men and women from 
varied religious backgrounds. This book is written to help people 
of faith to find in their own most cherished beliefs the spiritual 
help they need to meet and to overcome many common, everyday 
problems. If you are discouraged and perplexed about some personal 
situation, or if your heart is breaking with grief because of your 
sorrows or the sorrows of someone you love, this book will show 
you how your particular kind of Christian commitment can help 
you. When you finish reading this.book, you will have grown 
spiritually. It is a book you will want to share with the other 
members of your family. 

I wish to express my gratitude to Mrs. Victor P. Gasperini and 
to Mrs. Ethel L. Coulter for their secretarial help in the preparation 
of this book. . 
Frederick Field Driftmier 
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CHAPTER 1 
“Never Lose Hope” 


Have you had a disillusioning experience lately? Because you 
are a Christian, and because you believe in God, life often is an 
invitation to disillusionment. Religious people like you are very 
sensitive people, and it is because you believe in the goodness of 
life that you are more easily disillusioned than some of those 
people you know who believe that long ago the world was turned 
over to the hands of the devil. If you woke up each morning expect- 
ing life to be unjust and cruel, you would have no reason to be dis- 
illusioned. The very fact that you have had nights when you cried 
into your pillow: “Why, why, oh dear God, why did this have to 
happen?’ is an obvious revelation of the fact that you in your best 
moments believe in God, and believe in the goodness of life. Of 
course you have had tragic heartbreaks that have made you cry 
out like old Job, saying: “What did I do, O God, to make life do this 
to me?” Every person who reads this book has had some cruelly 
disillusioning things with which to contend. 

Just think of all the beautiful hopes of parents awaiting the 
birth of a child, only to have that child born deaf, or blind, or spastic, 
or mentally deficient in some way. Is there a disappointment, a 
heartbreak, worse than that? Or think of all the hopes, the dreams, 
the anticipations of lifelong happiness that go into a marriage. 
Think of the happiness and the gaiety involved in the wedding 
festivities with the rejoicing of the entire family and hosts of 
friends. Then months or years later the disenchantment settles in 
as tenderness turns to hurt, and attention turns to neglect, and love 
turns to hatred. Oh the anguish of broken hearts, of broken mar- 
riages, of broken families! Then there are the disillusioning experi- 
ences in the business and professional world when promises are 
broken, and trusts are betrayed, and friendly partnerships are 
shattered. Surely you have known of family fortunes, built up 
through years of honest, hardworking diligence, that were lost by 
fateful turns of chance, and it is even possible that you yourself 
have suffered the bewildering disillusionment of such. 

Close this book and think for just a few minutes of some of 
the people you know who have had disillusioning things in varying 
degrees happen to them. Perhaps I should ask you to try to think of 
someone you know who has not had some disillusioning experi- 
ence! Doesn't this help you to understand why so much of the 
world’s population has clung to Jesus Christ as Savior? One of the 
reasons why the Christian religion seems like such a perfect reli- 
gion for the world is because the Christ of Calvary is a perfect 
revelation of God’s truth that in the world we shall have tribula- 
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tion. “Be ye not dismayed,” said Christ, “for I have overcome the 
world.” The very reason that you know the Christian religion is 
true is because for you it reveals the truth of life just exactly as it 
is—a world of trouble and the overcoming of trouble, a world of 
despair and a world of hope, a world with a Cross and a world with 
a resurrection. 

Things do happen to us. They happen to you and they happen 
to everyone else. There is not one thing in our religion that says 
good people will be saved from disappointment and hurt. There is 
not one single promise of our faith that says that God will send his 
sunshine and his rain only on good people like you. When God 
wanted to reveal to us what life is really like, he gave us a carpenter 
from Nazareth who lived a blameless life, who loved all goodness 
and hated all vileness, who spent his short lifetime doing kind 
things for other people, and who went to a crucifying death crying 
out: “My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” One of the 
reasons why the people of the western world have clung to the 
religion of the Cross is that it is the religion which best repre- 
sents what life actually is. Two thousand years of the practice of 
the Christian religion by several billion persons has demonstrated 
three things that you yourself already know to be so. Every mature 
adult who has tried to live a Christian way of life knows that there 
are alternatives. 

You have had enough experience with disillusionment to 
appreciate the fact that when trouble comes, you can meet it with 
hatred and resentment if you wish. You can fight fire with fire. If life 
treats you badly, you can treat life badly. You can do what Job did 
for a time, and what some of your friends probably have done. You 
can fill your heart with the acid of bitterness and dedicate yourself 
to getting even with someone or something. No matter what the 
Christian religion teaches, if you want to, youcan take the attitude 
that, if you have to live in a dog-eat-dog world, you can be the 
meanest dog in town. 

William Blake, the English essayist and artist, once wrote a 
little verse which described his observation of what happens to 
people who live lives of resentment: - 

I wander thro’ each darkened street, 
Near where the charter'd Thames does flow 
And mark in every face I meet 
Marks of resentment, marks of woe. 
In every cry of every Man, 
In every Infant's cry of fear, 
In every voice, in every ban, 
The mind-forg’d manacles I hear... 

If you have tried this way of reacting to trouble, you know that 

the resentful, hateful, bitter person does more hurt to himself or 
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herself than to any other. Our resentments are the chains which 
manacle us and make us slaves to our own poisoned minds. What 
good does it do? Consider your own case; what comfort do you give 
your loved ones when you make your resentment more important 
to you than their happiness is to you? Even Job had to admit that 
life is too short to waste it making oneself unhappy by the attitudes 
one deliberately chooses to take. Resentment is not the way, and 
you have learned that, and so have other Christians. 

You probably have tried a second way of accepting the dis- 
illusioning experiences of life, and that is the way of submission, 
the way of accepting your disillusioning experiences with resigna- 
tion, believing there is nothing you can do about fate, believing 
that what cannot be cured must be endured. If at sometime or other 
you have not reacted in a submissive way, you are not normal. All 
people have reacted that way at some time or other. It is the way 
taught by Hinduism, by Buddhism, and by Islamism. The very word 
Islam means submission, and how well I know. I used to live and 
teach school in Egypt, an Islamic nation. One of the hardest adjust- 
ments I had to make was the adjustment to fatalism. That is, I had 
to learn how differently my Egyptian friends thought about mis- 
fortune than did I. To a good Moslem, there are few things worse 
than failing to understand that what will be, will be, and it is asin to 
question the all-embracing goodness and wisdom of God. 

It would be incorrect for you and for me to think that this 
attitude of dumb submission is limited to the non-Christian reli- 
gions, for we find this same spirit of resignation in many modern- 
day Christians. It is sad but true that there are people who say: “It 
was God's will to have my little child struck down by an automo- 
bile because he wanted another angel in heaven.” Utter nonsense! 
You know it and so do I. Because you and I believe that God is love, 
we should not blame God for anything that we could not blame 
on love. To say that some tragically evil circumstances were the 
will of God, would be to deny all the good there is in the Christian 
religion. 

God is all goodness. He is all love. He is all truth. Wherever 
goodness and love and truth have been frustrated and the advance- 
ment spiritually, intellectually, and scientifically, of mankind 
retarded, there we find the results of this attitude of submission 
and resignation, this ‘what will be, will be’ attitude. 

You and all other Christians have learned that there is a third 
way to face life when life has knocked us down and pushed us 
around, and that is the way of hope. Hope lights a candle instead 
of cursing the darkness. Hope opens doors where dumb resignation 
closes them. Hope has done that for you, and it has done it in 
different ways. 

* In the first place, hope makes it possible for you to draw 
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spiritual power from a well of deep trust in God and the basic good- 
ness of life. When in time of trouble we react sanely, intelligently, 
without too much emotional self-pity, we realize that the fact of 
trouble is one of our very best proofs that God does exist. If people 
could do bad and cruel things and no one were hurt, and no sadness 
resulted, what an insane world this would be. If people could sow 
the wind and not reap the whirlwind, how could any of us believe 
in a righteous God? It is when you see innocent people suffering 
because somebody breaks the laws of decency and morality that 
you can really believe in divine law and divine justice. Have you 
ever thought of what an insane world this would be if a man could 
betray his wife, desert his family, and defy every law of decency 
without anyone’s being hurt by it? What kind of a world would this 
be if you and I were not the sensitive kind of people who weep at 
the sight of an infant born deaf and blind? As muchas you may hate 
the sight of disappointing and disillusioning things, would you 
want to live in a society where no one cared when trusts were be- 
trayed and hearts were broken by deceit? Would you be able to live 
sanely in a deranged world where, when things went wrong, noone 
had to pay the price? Certainly not. The very troubles which have 
sometimes driven you into complete despair were for you a source 
of hope which lighted a candle in the darkness. 

A second way hope always will prove to be the best way for you 
to meet the disillusioning experiences of life is the way hope re- 
gards problems, large or small, as opportunities. I used to have a 
close friendship with a science teacher out in Honolulu who taught 
me that every success is built on a foundation of failure. He would 
tell his class: “Remember, there are at least a thousand ways to do 
something wrong, but there is only one way to do it right. Every 
time you have an experiment fail, you know that you have learned 
one more way that it cannot be done correctly. Keep failing long 
enough, and you will learn how it can be done correctly.” 

Haven't you already learned that fortune can be born of mis- 
fortune, and happiness can come out of sorrow, and good can come 
out of evil? Think for a moment of the things you know which 
demonstrate how goodness can come out of an evil situation. We 
have our hospitals, our schools, our homes for the aged, our 
YWCA's, our YMCA’s, and our chuches all because a long time ago 
a man called Jesus was put to death on the Cross of Calvary. What 
looked like the end of a tragic road on Good Friday afternoon was to 
become the beginning of a highway to happiness for untold 
millions of persons including you. The fact that a beautiful lily 
can be born out of the mud and the muck is what gives you and 
me the hope to build new lives on the ruins of the old. 

Here is a verse by Josiah Holland which should inspire you: 

We rise by things that are ‘neath our feet; 


4 


By what we have mastered of good and gain, 

By the pride deposed and the passion slain, 

And the vanquished ills that we hourly meet. 
(MRV 1478} 

There is something else about the way of hope which your life 
has discovered to be true. You have learned that hope is the only 
way to meet the troubles of life, because it is hope that gives us the 
long-term faith. You like to think of yourself as a good loser, don’t 
you? Well, it is hope that has done that, because it has the divine 
assurance of final victory. It is hope which makes it possible for 
you to nail a flag to the mast and refuse to give up because you 
know in your heart that a lost battle does not mean a lost war. 

When Jesus died, there were those who thought that that was 
the end. At the very moment of your reading this, somewhere in the 
world someone is going to church as a testimony to the fact that 
Christ lives. Before his death, Jesus said: “I go to prepare a place for 
you, that where I am, there you may be also.” Well, the spirit of that 
man went on from Calvary to prepare for you every good and decent 
thing that has happened. Look around you. The mark of the cross 
is everywhere. The church you attend, you call your own; but it was 
Christ who built it. Christ put that idea in the hearts of some of the 
most devout and learned citizens that your community ever knew. 
From a grave outside Jerusalem in the first century, to the spot 
where your church stands in the twentieth century is some dis- 
tance! How about that for a long-term faith? 

When you think about it, you appreciate that hope is the only 
way to meet the tragic heartbreaks of life. The Church itself is 
living proof that while life, in the short view, can present a desper- 
ate picture of goodness, life, in the long view, holds the promise of 
Christ as the king of our hearts. Think of what the Church has 
managed to survive! Caesar's dictatorships, Nero's persecutions, 
medieval feudalism, all manner of vulgar, cruel tribal governments, 
European monarchies good and bad, the industrial revolution with 
its child labor and poverty wages, colonialism, the inquisition, 
fascism, Nazism, communism! Surely an organization that has 
survived all that the Church has survived is proof that even now 
hope can carry you through your heartbreaking disillusionment. 
In writing to you in this way, I actually have been writing to my 
own self. Just like you, I need to be reminded that great though the 
temptation is on occasion to feel in despair about the way society 
seems to be going, and great though the temptation is to feel de- 
feated in some of the battles with our own personal problems, 
resentment is not the answer. Submissive resignation is not the 
answer. But hope is the answer. You know that, and if you ever 
needed any more proof, all you would have to do would be to look at 
the lives of some of the people you know, lives which have demon- 
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strated that hope is the way. Think of what some of your relatives 
and friends have had to endure. Think of some of the despair you 
have known. Think of the heartbreaking agony that has sometimes 
torn at your soul. Then, when you realize that, in spite of every- 
thing, you still go to church, still turn to God in prayer, you do not 
need one more word of reassurance. You did not need to read this 
book to be convinced that to light one little candle is better than 
to curse the darkness, but it was nice to be reminded, wasn't it? You 
know that hope wins the victory, and you personally believe in 
long-term faith. I would like to think that after reading this, you 
have a better understanding of why you do. 


CHAPTER 2 
“When The Storm Strikes” 


Do you sometimes have the feeling that your life is just one 
crisis after another? Join the club! There is not a person living who 
honestly could deny having had such a feeling on occasion. Every 
life has its crises, and your life is no exception. That is one of the 
reasons why you are religious. If religion did not give some prac- 
tical help for people in times of crisis, people would not be as 
religious as they are. Thank God the Christian religion has some 
very practical help for facing the most difficult hours of our lives. 
The more we know about the Christian religion, and the more we 
know some of the great passages of the Holy Bible, the more aware 
we are of the many practical helps our Christian faith has in it. 

Quite by chance I happened to open my Bible to that part of the 
Book of Acts which told of the shipwreck that nearly cost Paul his 
life. I was intrigued with this verse: “And fearing that we might run 
on the rocks, they let out four anchors.” Hundreds of years have 
passed since then, but the technique still is the same—in a storm, 
when the pounding of life is more than we can bear, let out the 
anchors. I have known those famous old Bermuda ships, the 
Monarch and the Queen, to do that on several occasions. There 
was one terrible storm some years ago when the Queen, with 
anchors to the windward, had to wait out a storm for nearly forty- 
eight hours. I was at the pier in Hamilton, Bermuda, when the ship 
finally berthed, and there were ambulances there to take the most 
badly injured passengers to the hospital. More than one-half of the 
passengers chose to fly back to New York rather than to run the 
risk of having to sail through another such storm. 

One does not need to go to sea to experience the storms of 
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life. Some of the stormiest lives I ever have known were lives con- 
fronted with tragic events that tore at the heart and eroded the 
spirit. It often happens that, just when we are sailing through life 
on calm seas with the sun shining brightly and the climate balmy, 
with every good prospect of happy times to come, the clouds darken 
on the horizon, and the lightning strikes. Again and again we have 
known this to happen in our own lives, or in the lives of persons 
known to us. How often I have heard the story from the lips of 
persons who have been stunned by the harsh realities of life, people 
who have asked in bewilderment: “What do we do now? How can we 
ever manage to ride out this storm?” 

Whatever your particular crisis of the moment, there are four 
anchors youcan use to help you ride out the worst of the storm. The 
first of those anchors is duty. For some years I served with the 
military, and if there is one thing, more than anything else, that the 
military teaches a man, it is duty. No matter what happens, do your 
duty! If you are homesick, if you are depressed, if you are bored and 
fed up, do your duty! If there is a great peril and you are frightened 
out of your wits, do your duty! If there is disaster and the battle 
appears lost and the ship is sinking, carry on and do your duty! 
What is true for the military is true for civilians too. It is true 
for you. 

I do not know what your particular problem is, but I do know 
that you can use this anchor of duty to help hold steady while high 
seas of trouble pound at your life. Remember that it is the un- 
occupied person whose mind is one of the first to be occupied by 
worries. You must keep busy doing the thing that it normally 
would be your duty to do. If there has been a death in your family, 
do not let that be a reason for your failing to do your duty. Perhaps 
you should clean the house, or mow the lawn, or do the laundry, or 
perform some other duty that will keep you from morbid brooding, 
self-pity, and destructive imagination. 

Even as you read this book, you may feel almost overcome by 
the awful, sick feeling and weakness that accompanies your great 
sorrow. What are you to do? Well, one thing you can do, is to go to 
church. The sooner you can start going to church again, the better 
off you will be, and the more truly you will be living your faith. You 
know it is the duty of church people to go to church, so do your 
duty. 

"The mortal enemy of chronic anxiety, and the thing that will 
do more to pull you out of your self-pity than almost anything else 
is a vigorous effort expended on daily, routine tasks. Thank God 
each day when you wake up knowing that there is something you 
have to do that day whether you like it or not. The anchor of duty 
is a real lifesaver when you are beset by troubles. 

There is a second anchor that will help to save your sanity in 
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a time of frantic crisis, and that is the anchor of faith. There are 
so many statements that can be made about faith, and probably 
the first one is that faith is the opposite of doubt. Doubt sees the 
obstacles; doubt sees all the reasons why your ship must sink; doubt 
starts handing out the life jackets when there is still time to trim 
the sails and alter the course. Faith, on the other hand, sees the way, 
shouts encouragement when the storms of life are at their worst, 
and instead of handing out the life jackets, starts manning the 
pumps. As one anonymous poet put it in verse: 

Doubt sees the obstacles, faith sees the way. 

Doubt sees the blackest night, faith sees the day. 

Doubt dreads to take a step, faith soars on high. 

Doubt questions: “Who believes?” 

Faith answers: “I”. 

When you were a child, you probably read some of the wonder- 
ful stories written by Robert Louis Stevenson. Believe me, Steven- 
son knew what it was to have some big crises in his life! At a time 
when he was being attacked by unscrupulous critics who accused 
him of some rather awful things, and at a time when all of his 
personal problems seemed quite unbearable, he hung on to the 
anchor of faith and was able to write: “I believe in an ultimate 
decency of things; yes, and if woke in hell, I would still believe it.” 

One day a member of my church, a person who had suffered 
some of the greatest sorrows and some of the worst personal 
physical problems and financial problems that a stormy life can 
give to anyone, said an inspiring thing to me. She said: “If I did not 
believe that life is basically good, and that God isa good God who 
loves all of his creatures, I would have taken an overdose of sleep- 
ing pills before now. It wasn’t until I was forced either to have faith 
in life and faith in God, or to deny every religious truth I was ever 
taught as a child, that I took my stand openly in favor of the idea 
that life is on my side, and that God is fighting for me and not 
against me.” Then she said this: “Actually, I guess I should say I 
decided to live, and when I decided to live, the dark side of things 
started to get lighter, and the storms began to subside.” 

Are you terribly frightened about something? Is your Crisis 
of the moment one of fear? Keep in mind that the only one sure cure 
for fear is faith. You know that to be so, don’t you? If you know of a 
better cure for fear, I hope you will write and tell me about it. The 
next time you go to church, look around you, and you will see 
dozens of reasons to believe that faith is a wonderful anchor in a 
time of fearful storm. Your own life has demonstrated it time after 
time, has it not? 

There are times when three anchors are better than two. I 
remember the night Mrs. Driftmier and I were on the American 
Yacht Yankee with Captain and Mrs. Irving Johnson when we 
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needed three anchors. We were on our way up the Rhine River and 
had just tied up for the night when a frightening thunderstorm 
struck with gale-force gusts of wind. How glad we were for a third 
anchor that night! 

There is a third anchor for you to use when your life is not as 
happy as you would like to have it, and that is the anchor of a 
clear conscience. When you are face to face with professional or 
family disappointment and hardship, one of the most inspiring and 
encouraging things is for you to know in your own heart that 
nobody in his or her right mind can accuse you of wrongdoing. The 
anchor of a clear conscience is not forged in a day, but one which 
takes a lifetime to make, and oh how strong it is when it comes to 
keeping you sane when your world suddenly seems insane. 

Some years ago a woman came to see me after she had spent 
more than a thousand dollars seeing a psychiatrist. She told me 
that she thought the doctor had helped her a little bit. 

“Just what did the doctor do to help you?” I asked. 

“Well,” she said, “when he discharged me, he summarized my 
situation and showed me how, with his help, I had learned what 
was at the root of the problem and how the feelings of inadequacy 
and insecurity had developed. He said: ‘You now have a complete 
insight into the reason for your neurotic behavior, and you are now 
ready to proceed under your own steam!” 

“And so why do you come to me with your problem?’ I asked. 

“Because,” she said, “my trouble is that I haven't any steam left! 
I'm just drifting.” 

She needed the kind of self-confidence which grows out of a 
clear conscience. For you to know in your own heart that you al- 
ready have paid for your mistakes, that you have made amends for 
any of your wrongdoing, and that you have asked and received 
God's forgiveness, will be a great source of strength for you at any 
time when you need to be strong. 

When the ship that carried Paul toward Rome was about to be 
shipwrecked, the sailors put out four anchors. There is a fourth 
anchor for your life, too, and that is the anchor of prayer. It is not 
always easy to explain how this anchor of prayer manages to hold 
people safely in time of peril, but you know very well that there 
are times when prayer has helped you. In your church, and in your 
neighborhood, there probably are many people who could testify 
to the way prayer has helped them. Foolish though many human 
beings are, people are not fools all of the time, and if prayer did not 
effectively help people in time of trouble, they would have stopped 
praying long ago. ! 

The truth of the matter is that prayer really does something for 
people; it changes them; it makes them different. It either releases 
power within us, or it rearranges some of the old powers so that 
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they function better when life is rough. I am not saying that prayer 
will remove your difficulties; prayer is no magic wand; but I am 
saying that it will give you strength to meet your difficulties. 
Prayer may not quiet the storm that is frightening you, but it can 
help to calm you and to make you less fearful so that you can better 
stand the storm. I am not saying that prayer will take away your 
pain, but I am saying that it will make you better able to bear 
the pain. 

Perhaps you have problems with prayer. Maybe prayer has be- 
come mechanical and deadening and hollow with you, or maybe 
you fall asleep before you ever can complete the prayer. If so, there 
are some little tips which many persons have found useful at times 
when they needed more help from prayer than they seemed to be 
getting. Some of these tips may be helpful to you too. 

I. Start saying your prayers at a different time of day. If you 
have been praying at night, start praying the first thing in the 
morning. 

2. Change your usual position of praying. If you normally say 
prayers while lying down or while seated, start saying them stand- 
ing up. Stand by the window and look out toward the trees and 
the sky. 

3. If you find yourself in\a vocabulary rut, always saying the 
same words in the same way, try reading your prayers from a book 
of devotions. I once found it helpful to write a personal note to God 
each day. Perhaps your prayer should not be in words at all, but just 
some meditative silence. 

Don't tell me that you do not believe in prayer, for that is one 
anchor you were created to use. The human animal is the praying 
animal, and even our secret wishes are prayers to the ears of God. 

Do you know a better way to keep one’s self steady in a storm 
of trouble than to rely on a sense of duty, to keep one’s faith, to lean 
on a clear conscience, and to speak to God in prayer? I don't, and 
that is why I like this bit of verse: 

Life, I challenge you to try me, 
Doom me to unending pain; . 
Stay my hand, becloud my vision, 
Break my heart and then —again. 
Shatter every dream I've cherished, 
Fill my heart with ruthless fear: 
Follow every smile that cheers me 
With a bitter, blinding, tear. 
‘Thus I dare you; you' can try me, 
Seek to make me cringe and moan, 
With my soul's anchors I'll defy you, 
I'll withstand you, for I’m not alone! 
(It Can Be Done, p. 119 with variations) 
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CHAPTER 3 
“For Your Most Dreaded Day” 


If you are like everyone else, your most dreaded day is the day 
you will learn of the death of someone dearer to you than life itself. 
For many years | had dreaded the thought that one day I would have 
to fly to my parental home some fifty miles southeast of Omaha 
on the Iowa side of the Missouri River to attend the funeral of my 
mother. 

People who have listened to me over the radio since I was a 
young boy know that I was very close to my mother in a spiritual 
way. For more than twenty-five years I called her on the telephone 
every Saturday night, and during the winter and spring weeks, I 
sent her fresh flowers each Monday morning. It was she who en- 
couraged me to become a minister even though my father wanted 
me to study law and enter the family business. As so many of you 
know, my mother was paralyzed from her breasts to her toes, yet 
for many years she came to visit Betty and me regularly, even flying 
to Honolulu when we lived there; and of course we visited her at 
least once or twice a year. We were very close, and the thought of 
her having to leave us one day was to all of us a dreaded prospect. 
Then it finally happened. At the age of ninety years and a few 
months, she died a beautiful death. Ever since, a great peace has 
come over my heart. The grace of God has lifted me above my 
sorrow, and I rejoice in my faith. What I have learned in my experi- 
ence with life’s most dreaded day is something that will be helpful 
to you. If you have already had this experience, then what you are 
reading here now will be a reinforcement of what you learned on 
your most dreaded day. 

At the time of my mother's death, I had engraved upon my 
mind, in a way which I shall never forget, the fact that God's grace 
and his peace come tous whenever we begin to count our blessings. 
I am sure that the reason my mother could die so peacefully was 
because in every moment of wakefulness she counted her bless- 
ings. She kept speaking about her good fortune to be at home 
instead of in a hospital. She thought she had the best nursing care 
in the world, and she did have. She said to me once: “Don't you 
think I am lucky to be paralyzed? I feel no pain!" 

All through the last period of my mother’s life, everyone in our 
family was counting blessings, and it helped us immeasurably. 
Have you ever thought of the fact that a person's mind is like a 
garden which may be carefully cultivated or allowed to run wild? 
You and I are gardeners, and what we permit to grow in our minds, 
whether flower or weed, makes us happy or sad, and gives us a 
beautiful outlook on life, or an ugly one. You know how true this 


11 


has been in your own life. You can look around you in your church, 
in your neighborhood, and probably in your family, at persons who 
have demonstrated all the proof anyone needs that there is no 
circumstance in life so bad, so unfortunate, so utterly tragic that 
some blessings cannot be found when one has the positive and 
creative approach to situations. St. Paul said: “Set your heart on the 
things that are in heaven. Keep your mind fixed on things in heaven 
rather than on things on earth. Christ's message in all of its richness 
must live in your hearts. Rejoice and be glad. Sing with thanks- 
giving in your hearts.” 

St. Paul was right. If your faith is to mean anything to you at 
all, it must be a pattern of thought which closes the heart to sorrow 
by filling the heart with thoughts of countless blessings. You know 
that if you do not plant flowers in your garden, you still are going to 
get something. Even a neglected garden puts forth weeds. It is not 
enough to say to yourself, “I shall not permit sad thoughts to enter 
my mind.” What you must do is to plant good thoughts, and to have 
so many good thoughts that the weeds, the sad thoughts, the self- 
pitying thoughts have no place to grow. 

My mother loved to quote poetry, and she could quote it by the 
hour. One of her favorite little verses was this one by John Green- 
leaf Whittier: 

We shape ourselves the joy or fear 

Of which the coming life is made, 
And fill our future’s atmosphere 

With sunshine or with shade. 
The tissue of the life to be 

We weave with colors all our own, 
And in the field of destiny 

We reap as we have sown. 

Hasn't it been your observation that most of us never fully 
appreciate the power of the mind to keep us happy even when 
everything around us is sad? The unknown poet who wrote this 
next bit of verse understood fully how you and I one day harvest 
the results of our own thinking. He said: 

You can never tell what your thoughts can do, 
In bringing you hatred or love; 
For thoughts are things 
And their airy wings 
Are swifter than carrier dove. 
They follow the law of the universe — 
. Each thing must create its kind; 
They speed over the track, 
To bring you back 
Whatever went out of your mind. 
As you face your most dreaded day, you are going to learn what 
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my mother’s death reinforced in my mind, and that is the fact that 
the heart and center of all helpful religion is an attitude of thank- 
fulness. Thankfulness is the secret of a vigorous, soul-saving faith. 
Iam convinced of it, andI hope that you are too. Let the theologians 
spend their time arguing and puzzling their wits about dogmas and 
creeds. That is not for us, is it? The secret of all that religion does 
for you and for me is found in the search and the finding of things 
for which to thank God. Wherever you find happy people, that is 
where you find thankful people whether it be in the home, in busi- 
ness, or in school. Chances are that the happiest day of your life 
was the day that was filled with reasons for thanksgiving. 

Have you ever wondered about that phrase in the Gospel of 
John which mentions “the peace of God which passes all under- 
standing”? Many times people have said to me: “I don't know howto 
explain it, but the most wonderful thing has happened to me. At 
the very time when I thought I would be prostrate with grief, utterly 
stricken with sorrow, I have had a great feeling of peace come over 
me.” Several times people have told me of their experiencing this 
peace and then feeling guilty for it. When you feel this peace, and 
then when you realize that it is a form of God's grace, it will seem 
almost too good to be true. Well, it is true now, and it will be true 
long into the future, and I want to suggest some of the ways in 
which your thank-you’s can help to make it come true even in your 
severest trials. 

In the first place, there is a wonderful peace of mind which 
comes to you when you honestly can thank God that you were 
saved from bringing hurt to someone you loved. Not long ago, a 
young person said something like this to me: “OK, OK, so my 
mother is crying her eyes out about my love life, but it is my life, 
isn’t it? It’s my body, isn’t it? Is there any reason under the sun why 
I cannot do with myself what I want to do and love whom I want to 
love, and live the way I want to live?’ When I was asked that, I was a 
little slow to answer, and I feel that I answered awkwardly and 
hesitatingly, but after my facing-up to my most dreaded day, I know 
exactly how I would answer those questions now. I would say: “Yes, 
there is a terribly important reason why you should pay attention 
to your mother’s feelings! One day you are going to wish to heaven 
that you could say: ‘Thank you, God, for saving me from ever 
bringing my mother any hurt. Thank you, God, that I never delib- 
erately made my mother weep. Thank you, God, that I never 
brought her any shame.’” Some of the most tortured souls I know 
are those of people who cannot say that kind of thank-you about 
having been spared from hurting a loved one. 

Don’t misunderstand me! I am not saying that you are ex- 
pected to be a saint. All of us at times bring some disappointment 
to others, and] am sure that each of us has been guilty of driving our 
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loved ones to utter distraction at times, but for you to know in your 
heart that you never were deliberately hurtful, and never were 
deliberately the cause of any shame, is a saving grace when the 
hard times come. But it is more than that; it is one of the best pro- 
tective devices to keep you from self-destructive sins. Time and 
time again people are saved from some stupid act of passion or 
some dishonest or other shadowed deed by the thought of how 
much they treasure the freedom from guilt that they customarily 
have. 

A second source of comfort which will do so much to put your 
heart at peace in a time of family stress and trial is the thank-you 
which comes to your lips when you realize how much you learn 
when you are face-to-face with trouble. How many times I have had 
people say to me, “What I thought would be some of the worst hours 
of my life turned out to be some of my best hours. I amazed myself! 
I never knew what strength I had until I found myself being the 
strength for other people.” 

You will be interested in this story. Some years ago there was a 
woman in my church in Springfield, Massachusetts, who, when 
she knew that her husband was soon to die, said to me: “Ithink that 
Iam going to die, too. I know that Inever can stand up to this. I shall 
have a complete collapse.” But she did stand up to it, and she did 
not have a collapse. Something very wonderful happened to her. 
During those awful days, she learned how mature and capable her 
own children were. She was one of those women who could never 
think of her children as being grown-up, and when she saw how 
wonderfully they could step in and just take over the decision- 
making process for her, she not only was given a new strength, she 
was also given a new sense of accomplishment and pride. Her words 
of grief were crowded out by her words of thanksgiving for her mar- 
velous children. Her awful sense of loss in the death of her husband 
was quickly transformed into a new pride of possession in the 
realization that her children were everything any parent would 
want of mature people in a time of testing. 

I am sure that you can see how this could apply to your partic- 
ular problem. There is a peace which comes from what we learn 
about ourselves and about other people, and then there is a peace 
which comes from what we learn about God. Every minister could 
tell you stories about the way people have described the calm 
which came over their troubled souls in their hours of greatest 
grief. So many people tell about sensing the presence of God's holy 
spirit in ways they had never known before. Put this book down for 
a moment and try to recall other experiences you have had when 
you were amazed at the amount of spiritual power you felt. When 
we are confronted with a new sorrow, we need to remind ourselves 
of the way we have experienced God's help in other sorrows. Grace 
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Noll Crowell learned how close God was to her in a time of grave 
family crisis, and what she learned she put into this lovely verse: 
Looking back along the years, I can see the hand of God 
Leading me down every road that my feet have trod. 
I can see the long, steep hills that I dreaded so to climb; 
Now I know He went with me up them every time. 
And I find he walked with me when I thought I 
walked alone 
Through those far-off, shadowed, dark valleys I have 
known. 
So today why should I doubt and today why should I fear? 
Sometime I shall look, and see that even now God is near. 

You have lived long enough to know that life brings its happy 
days and its sad days, its good years and its bad years, its victories 
and its defeats, its gains, and its losses. Admittedly, you live in a 
world that is baffling. How could it be otherwise since it is so big, 
and we are so small? In spite of everything, you must admit that you 
know of no other way to meet life’s difficult days except the way 
of gratityde. 

To be able to see the sun behind the darkest cloud, to be able to 
face up to the fact that you cannot see the most beautiful stars until 
the sky is at its darkest, this is to open up your heart to the peace of 
God which helps you to survive the worst that life can bring, and to 
survive it with splendid sanity and contagious bravery. When you 
meet your most dreaded day, remember the truth of this little verse: 

Peace does not mean the end of all our striving, 
Joy does not mean the drying of our tears; 
Peace is the power that comes to souls arriving 
Up to the light where God himself appears. 
MRV 1457 


CHAPTER 4 
“You Can Begin Again” 


Have you ever known anyone who has not at sometime in his 
or her life made a mess of things? One of the ideas about which all 
Christians agree is the fact that no matter what happens to us to 
make of life a disaster, each one of us has the opportunity to begin 
again. I do not know how familiar you are with the content of our 
Holy Bible, but Iam sure that there are parts of the Book of Jeremiah 
that are familiar to you. That old Book of Jeremiah is not exactly 
happy reading. Every chapter speaks of the impending doom ba 
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nation that had a long record of infidelity to God. Jeremiah was 
certain that God would destroy the nation of Judah, but even as he 
thought that, he knew that one who believed in God could never 
give up hope for a new beginning. Jeremiah wondered if the end of 
the Jews would come when Judah fell to the Babylonians, and it was 
while walking along a street thinking about it that he wandered 
into a potter's shop. As he watched the potter shaping a lovely 
vessel of clay, he saw the piece damaged and marred. The potter was 
not discouraged, however. He simply took the broken pieces of clay 
into his hand and began again. As the New English Bible tells it: “So 
I went down to the potter's house, and found him working at the 
wheel. Now and then a vessel he was making out of the clay would 
be spoilt in his hands, and then he would start again and mould it 
into another vessel to his liking. Then the word of the Lord came to 
me: ‘Can I not deal with you, Israel,’ says the Lord, ‘as the potter 
deals with his clay?” 

Out of this simple, commonplace, everyday occurrence there 
came to Jeremiah a brilliant intuition of religious truth that all 
Christians cherish. The patience of the potter, as he picked up the 
broken pieces of clay and began again, spoke to Jeremiah of the 
infinite patience of God. The incident lit up for Jeremiah the long 
track of Israel's history winding down through the centuries. Time 
and again the nation had fallen from its early faith, and the wonder- 
ful thing that God had been shaping for his high purpose had 
crumbled like the potter's clay. But always God had begun again. 
In the desert journey from Egypt, this had happened repeatedly. On 
the borders of the Land of Promise, the nation had shrunk back in 
fear and had to return to the wilderness for further discipline. The 
process had repeated itself in the Land of Promise. But God’s pa- 
tience never dried up. Always he had begun again, sending some 
new leader, lifting them from some moral morass and setting their 
feet on the high road of their divine destiny. 

You probably remember how familiar Jesus was with this 
incident in the life of Jeremiah, and you can readily understand 
why the great recurring theme of his Gospel was that of new begin- 
nings, of being born again, of life after death. No matter what else 
Christians may believe about Jesus, all Christians recognize that a 
big part of the spiritual genius of our Savior was the way he could 
give hope to the hopeless, health to the sick, courage to the fearful, 
comfort to the sorrowing, and victory to the defeated, giving all of 
it out of his complete trust in his heavenly father’s promise of new 
beginnings. 

I don’t know who wrote this little poem, but it says so well 
what the Bible teaches in the Old Testament and in the New: 

Thank God for new beginnings! 
We are born and pass on so quickly! 
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Those of us who sail upon rough seas; 
Who carefully amass our wealth; 
Who preach breathlessly of God; 
Who shout songs unto all the world. 
We are born, pass on, and are forgotten. 
And yet, in the combination of our littleness 
There looms a vast greatness: 
We have our new beginnings. 
We alter the face of the earth; 
We subdue the rivers and the oceans; 
We transcend and encompass the skies! 
We are born, pass on and our works are not forgotten! 
For us, even the end is a new beginning! 
(Anonymous from a newspaper clipping) 

Just as the Holy Bible teaches us that all of life is a pattern of 
new beginnings, so does the world of nature teach us that. Have you 
ever noticed how some people quite consistently put a negative 
interpretation on most of the things they see around them? I am 
sure that you know people who will look at a half glass of water and 
see it as half empty when they could just as well see it as half full. 
They see the autumn with the falling of the leaves as a symbol of 
sleep and death, when they could just as well see it as a time of 
birth, the leaves falling to give new richness to the earth and to 
make way for the new birth of leaves in the spring, and the nuts 
falling to be the seeds of new beginnings for the future. 

If you were to put this book down this very moment and walk 
to the window, you could probably see evidences of the way nature 
teaches us that there always is an opportunity to begin again. Have 
you ever had much experience with those lovely, humorous, swift- 
flying birds called martins? If you have, you know how necessary it 
is to rid a martin house of sparrow nests each year. As a boy, one of 
my annual jobs was cleaning the sparrow nests out of the martin 
house, cleaning each of the forty-eight little rooms. While I was 
tearing out the sparrow nests on one side of the martin house, the 
victimized sparrows would be flying about beneath me, picking up 
the little pieces of broken nests and carrying them back into the 
martin house to begin building their nests all over again. The in- 
dustrious beavers act the same way. At sometime in your life, you 
must have had the experience of seeing beavers at work, and you 
know that they never accept defeat no matter how often their 
beaver houses are torn down. Tear down a beaver's house one day, 
and you will find it well on its way to reconstruction the next day. 
To most animals, the disastrous frustration of their wishes and 
their needs is never accepted as a defeat, but only as a reason for 
beginning again. God put that quality into beavers, and he put the 
same quality into you. 
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Have you ever had the experience of driving over the Great 
Divide in Rocky Mountain National Park on the famous Trailridge 
Road, one of the world’s highest motor highways? If you have, you 
know that along that road there are magnificent views of beautiful 
forests of spruce and pine. At one scenic point overlooking the 
forests there is a sign that reads something like this: “This forest 
destroyed by fire in 1854, and destroyed again by fire in 1902.” Do 
you remember seeing that sign? Do you remember that as you 
looked at the beauty of those trees it did not seem possible that 
they represented nature's third attempt, but there they are, a living 
example of the truth that nature is always beginning again. The 
darkest part of the night is always a prelude to a new day. 

You know what I am talking about, don't you? You probably 
can find some personal application of this truth. You can think of 
those times of personal tragedy, of personal defeat when you either 
had to just give up and quit or had to find for yourself a new begin- 
ning and a new life. You probably know people who have come so 
close to the end of things, people who have been so hurt and crushed 
and broken by life that death looked like the easy way out, people 
who are alive and sane today because they refused to give up and 
chose instead to make of life a new beginning, picking up the 
broken pieces of their existence and starting again. The next time 
you are in church, just notice the faith that is represented there! 
Notice the courage that is represented there! Notice the hope that 
is all around you in your church! It makes no difference what your 
church, you are going to find in it people who have learned through 
hard and bitter experience that victory is nothing more than defeat 
turned inside out, and that apparent failure does not mean final 
failure. All Christians learn that fact sooner or later. 

If you are a person who has had your dreams of a happy future 
badly shattered recently, your Christian faith is telling you that 
God wants you to pick up the pieces and begin again. If only you 
knew it and could recognize it, there probably is someone very 
close to you right now, perhaps in the very same house with you, 
whose present life is a glorious testimony to the fact that when 
hurricanes of evil sweep into a human life, they invariably are fol- 
lowed with bright blue skies of opportunity. When life slams shut 
a door in front of you, God opens new doors. If right now you feel 
broken and defeated, I hope your reading this book will move you to 
climb out of your morass of self-pity long enough to see how many 
people there are whose present success and happiness are built ona 
foundation of a painfully bitter past. Never forget that your failures, 
your defeats, and even your un-Christian blunders can be used, 
when placed in God's hands, to make a better life for yourself and 
for your loved ones. 

Once Mrs. Driftmier and I had ten splendid days in the beautiful 
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city of Madrid, and while there, we were befriended and helped by 
a very courteous employee of the hotel where we were staying. 
Because he was always behind a desk when we spoke with him, we 
had been there several days before I happened to notice that the 
man walked with a very severe limp, and that prompted me to ask 
him if he had been in Madrid during the Civil War. As best Ican, let 
Laer to you his answer to that question as I remember it. He 
said: 

“Yes, I worked in this hotel before the Civil War, and during 
the war, and ever since the war. This hotel was the Madrid head- 
quarters for the Russian support groups of the leftist side. The 
Russians were on the second floor, and all the rest of the hotel was 
a military hospital.” Then he lowered his voice to little more than 
a whisper as he continued. “It was very bad. Because I worked here, 
I did not starve to death. Many people did starve. My sister killed 
her children rather than to let them die the slow death of starva- 
tion. I got this leg wound from a bomb burst right there near the 
door. I almost died. It was awful here, and I pray to God we never 
have another war.” 

As we walked to the door, he limped along beside us, smiling 
and greeting other guests in the lobby. At the door, we stood for a 
moment looking out over the magnificent avenue, the beautiful 
fountain, and the park thronged with lovely children and well- 
dressed people enjoying the nicest of summer days. He stood there 
with us for a moment, and then said: “Could you believe that only 
a few years ago thousands died here? Life is good now, and we are 
happy.” 

PPT he story of the human race, indeed, the story of life is a story 
about new beginnings. Our Holy Bible reminds us of that again and 
again. The entire world of nature is a constant demonstration of 
the way mud, muck, dirt and rot can, in the hands of God, be turned 
into a beautiful flower. Berton Braley was a man who learned that 
the hard way, and out of his experience there came the inspiration 
to write this poem. 

Start where you stand, and never mind the past, 
The past won't help you in beginning anew, 
If you have left it all behind you at last 
Why that’s enough, you're done with it, you're through: 
This is another chapter in life's book, 
This is another race not yet planned, 
Don't give the vanished days a backward look, 
Start where you stand. 


The world won't care about your old defeats 
If you can start anew and win success, 
The future is your time, and time is fleet 
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And there is much of work and strain and stress; 
Forget the buried woes and the dead despairs, 

Here is a brand new trial right at hand, 
The future is for him who does and dares, 

So start where you stand. 


Old failures can be halt, with new triumph’s aid, 
Today's the thing, and tomorrow soon will be; 
Get into the fight and face it unafraid, 
And leave the past to ancient history; 
What has been, has been; yesterday is dead 
And by it you are neither condemned nor banned, 
Take courage then, be brave and drive ahead, 
Start where you stand. 
(From A Banjo at Armageddon) 
(with some changes) 

No matter what has happened to you, never believe that you 
cannot begin again. When you have faith, and when you love God, 
and when you love your fellowmen, each day becomes the “first day 
of the rest of your life.” 


CHAPTER 5 
“You Can Stop The Erosion” 


Our radio audience knows that the Driftmiers like to vacation 
in unusual places, and each year we try to think of some distant 
part of the world that would be just such a place to visit. Instead of 
writing this book, I was tempted to write a book of travel adventures. 

One of our most adventuresome trips was to the Canary Islands 
lying off the west coast of Africa. While many Americans visit the 
largest of the Canary Islands, we made it a point to explore several of 
the smaller islands least visited by tourists. One of those islands was 
La Palma, the farthest west of all the Canary group.LaPalmaissaidto 
have more mountainous area per square mile than any other island 
in the world, and to live there, I think one should be at least part 
mountain goat. Almost everyone lives on a steep mountainside, or 
on the edge of a cliff. There are no beaches, and the cliffs are beaten 
and slashed endlessly and remorselessly by huge waves whichrollin 
across the vast spaces of the South Atlantic Ocean. A close look at 
any point of La Palma’s shoreline will reveal the scars of nature's 
ceaseless battle between the land and the sea, Showing how eventhe 
rock structure of the earth is in a constant state of deterioration. 
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What we saw on that jagged, rugged island coast was an accentuation 
of what is happening on every shoreline in the entire world wher- 
ever the land meets the sea. Nature destroys even as she builds. 

As we explored that fascinating island, it occurred to me that, 
just as in nature there is a constant battle against erosion, so in our 
human civilization and culture there is an ever present tendency 
toward decline. As the tides of the sea struggle to tear down the land, 
so do the passions and stupidities of mankind eat away at the man- 
made structures of civilization —our codes of morality, our systems 
of ethics, our religious doctrines and creeds, our patterns of marriage 
and home life. Have you ever thought about that? Jesus Christ was 
sensitive to this unending tension between the positive and the 
negative, and a careful analysis of his teachings shows his awareness 
of the fact that human conduct erodes, falls into decay, and finally 
rots away wherever the struggle for right and decency surrenders to 
despair, indifference, and apathy. St. Paul underlines again and again 
the eternal truth, that, when the character of a society or the charac- 
ter of a person gives up the struggle and begins to drift, it always drifts 
in the same direction — down and out. 

The very fact that you are reading this book is an indication 
that you are a spiritually sensitive person, and this means that I do 
not need to tell you that waves of twentieth-century despotism and 
terrorism and anarchy have been eroding whatever goodness our 
civilization has managed to build up over the past several thousand 
years. Don’t you agree with me in the thought that there is more real 
fear in the world today than there has been for many many years? 
Once there was a rather universal peace in the world with only afew 
brushfire wars between isolated tribes of savage peoples; but today 
in Africa, in Southeast Asia, in the Middle East, in Argentina, as well 
as in so many other places, hundreds of people are being killed and 
wounded each day. 

One hundred and fifty years ago, people who journeyed about 
the world had some fear of pirates, but today in every nation of the 
world, and particularly in the nations of the western world, there is 
fear of air piracy. When in your younger years you read stories about 
the pirates of old, you never dreamed that one day you yourself 
would have to fear pirates! In your wildest imaginings, it never oc- 
curred to you, just as it never occurred to me, that in the last quarter 
of the twentieth century several nations of the world would actually 
encourage and support airplane hijacking. Who would have 
dreamed only twenty years ago that the World Olympics would 
have to be guarded by literally tens of thousands of police and mili- 
tary men because of the fear that terrorists would kidnap and kill 
contestants as they did in the Olympics held at Munich some years 
ago? We could go on and on, writing about the frightful erosion of 
world goodness, but you know the picture, and you are very familiar 
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with its discouraging content. 

What about ourselves? What about the way our own characters 
have been slowly eroding as wave upon wave of low-grade environ- 
mental influences have beaten upon us? Can you honestly say that 
your own personal morals have not been affected by the cheapness 
and degradation of so much of our modern society? There was a 
time when you and I would have been literally horrified by some of 
the lewdness we now see on television and accept with perhaps a 
shrug or a smirk and nothing more. Something has happened to our 
moral and spiritual sensitivities, and we have to admit that we have 
lost our capacity for overt righteous indignation. Don’t you think 
I am right? You know very well that we are more negative about 
things today. We are more pessimistic about conditions. We are 
more complaining about little deprivations, and we are more filled 
with self-pity about some of the larger deprivations. After all, aren't 
you and I members of a society that now spends millions of dollars 
in advertising meant to encourage people to gamble on the lottery, 
to borrow money to build swimming pools and to take vacations, 
and to build bars in our recreation rooms? No wonder we find that 
some of our tough, stern, Yankee, American character has been 
eroded. 

I know what you are thinking! As you read these lines, you are 
wondering what you personally can do about it. When you see what 
has happened to our country, and more specifically, when you see 
what has happened to your community, and what has happened to 
you, you are wondering what practical steps you can take to stop 
the erosion, and to save the situation. In an effort to be helpful, lam 
going to suggest three things that you can do. You can help to stop 
the erosion, I can help to stop the erosion, and all of our friends can 
help to stop the erosion by following these three suggestions. 

In the first place, you can start once again to play the game of 
life by the rules. Don't forget, you are a product of a particular kind 
of creative system which has as its cornerstone a hard type of dis- 
cipline. No society and no individual can stand up to character 
erosion by following the path of least resistance. The price of ex- 
cellence in any field of endeavor is self-sacrifice. We all know that! 
As someone once said to me: “Man was plainly intended to work. 
Else why, when he first asked for butter, did old Mother Nature pass 
him a cow?” It is humorous, but true! 

The honest truth is that you can be a better person than you 
are if only you would resist this constant propaganda that you hear 
and read all the time about doing things the easy way and trying to 
get something for less than life demands that you put into it. There 
was a time when many in our society could rightfully be accused 
of being too strict, and too self-denying, and too reluctant to have a 
good time, but that is not the case now. The labor union philosophy 
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of more and more pay for less and less work has gone beyond the 
limit of social endurance. We all have been affected by that kind of 
talk, and you and all the rest of us have to resist that kind of talk. 
You have to resist the idea that life owes you a living, and that the 
government owes you an education, and that the free enterprise 
system owes you a job. 

More and more people —and you are probably one of them — 
are coming to realize that the peril this country faces now is not 
the peril of being too strict with the poor and the otherwise unfor- 
tunates of our society, but the peril lies in being too lenient. We 
have permitted some of our muddle-headed social workers and 
misguided religious philanthropists to so influence our vote- 
buying politicians that the result of all their welfare legislation has 
been a big hurt to many, many people who now are caught in a sys- 
tem where it pays to be lax, and lazy, and unwilling to work, Just 
your willingness to speak up about this will be a contribution in 
the right direction. 

The world of nature is a world of reward and punishment, and 
any system which does not provide the possibility of both for a 
laboring society is bound to fail. A social system that does not 
require one day of work for each day of welfare support must even- 
tually erode into a sick society. Even the physically handicapped 
should be given an opportunity to earn their own welfare support. 
The discipline of hard work is a rule of life, a rule of nature, a rule of 
God, and all of us must resist any influence which tries to save us 
from such a discipline. We must resist any influence which erodes 
our characters, and you probably know the best place for you to 
begin such resistance. 

A second thing you can do to help make the world a better 
place, and to help make yourself a better person, is to have faith in 
the ultimate victory of all that is good and decent in life. As we 
stand on the cultural cliffs of our society and watch the waves of 
evil influence beat upon our shores, we must be confident that all 
evil influence can be resisted. Keep your faith! You must never 
think that all is lost and that it is just a matter of time until our 
island of humanity sinks back into the sea of total bestiality. 

Some years ago, Dr. Oswald Spengler, the German philosopher, 
wrote in his most noted work The Decline of the West: “You are 
dying. I see in you all the characteristic stigma of decay. I can prove 
to you that your great wealth and your great poverty, your capital- 
ism and your socialism, your wars and your revolutions, your 
atheism and your pessimism and your cynicism, your immorality, 
your broken-down marriages, your birth control that is bleeding 
you from the bottom and killing you off at the top in the brains —I 
can prove to you that those were the characteristic marks of the 
dying ages of the ancient states— Alexandria and Greece and 
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neurotic Rome.” 

How about that? Does that shake your optimism? Oswald 
Spengler was not the first to say that. There were those in the First 
Century of our era who saw life through those same dark glasses. 
They saw the corruption of civilization with its economy of slaves, 
its wasting of human life in the brutal savagery of war, the slow rot 
of dissipation in the lives of the rich, and the frantic weakness in 
the hungry and the malnourished lives of the poor. If somebody had 
told them that the one great preserving factor of society that would 
enable it to endure all of the erosiveness of evil was a group of 
people called Christians, they would have found the idea comic. 
The intellectual class of the First Century would have found the 
idea of Christians being the saving force of the world quite laugh- 
able and ridiculous because the Christians had nothing on their 
side but faith in God and an optimistic hope that Jesus’ spirit would 
come back to rule the hearts of all persons of goodwill. 

When you lie awake at night wondering about the future of our 
society, and wondering what kind of world our little children and 
grandchildren are going to inherit, don’t you forget your faith. You 
remember that down through the centuries millions of Christians 
with little prestige, and with little wealth, and with little educa- 
tion, and with little political influence, have been the ones to keep 
alive all that was good and decent in their time. It is incredible, but 
true! What is of God, does not vanish from the face of the earth. 
Remember the words of a wise Jewish Rabbi. Gamaliel said of the 
early christians: “Men of Israel, take care what you do with these 
people ... Let them alone; for if this plan of theirs is simply an un- 
dertaking of men, it will fail; but if it is of God, you will not be able 
to overthrow them. You might even be found opposing God!” 

Down through the centuries, there have been turning points 
when the waves of evil have had very little influence upon society, 
times when the people were able to find new strength and plant the 
seeds for a better and stronger society in the future. The very fact 
that you are concerned enough to be reading this book is evidence 
that whatever is good and decent in life does not die easily. The 
next time you lie awake at night worrying about what is happening 
to our society, remember this. 

If today you are worried about our future, remember that the 
Roman Empire declared that Christianity was illegal, and thus 
every Christian walked under the sentence of death. The Christians 
had to communicate with each other by secret signs and symbols 
like a fish or a cross. Thousands of Christians perished in the 
Roman arenas, but for every martyr who died, ten new Christians 
took the Cross as their own. People all over the empire began to ask: 
“What is it that can enter into the hearts of men and women and 
make them die as these followers of Jesus die with hymns of triumph 
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on their lips?” You know what it was, and so do. It was faith in love. 
It was faith in a way of life based on the teaching of Jesus which 
said: “He who would save his life, must lose it for my sake.” 

You cannot read the newspapers, listen to the radio news, and 
watch television without becoming discouraged at times. When 
you are discouraged, remind yourself that you are part of a world- 
wide faith which still believes in love and the sacrificial way of life. 
Remember that for hundreds of years nothing has been able to 
prove that philosophy wrong. Never let yourself fall into the pessi- 
mistic trap of believing that any amount of evil can take God away 
from the world, or can take God away from you. 

You must play the game of life by God’s rules; and then you 
must have faith in the good and the decent things of life and the 
Christians’ abilities to keep those standards from erosion, and then 
in the third place, you must do your best to keep beautiful, and to 
keep the world around you beautiful. One thing that Mrs. Driftmier 
and I have learned in all of our travels is that it is hard to be dis- 
couraged and depressed and pessimistic in beautiful surroundings. 
Isn't that the truth? That is why you send flowers to the sick! That 
is why you have beautiful flowers in your church. That is why 
sensible, practical women go out and buy themselves a new dress, 
or a new hat, or a new coat or purse when they feel down in the 
dumps. That is why men who are feeling sorry for themselves often 
go out and buy a new car. It may sound very simple, but it is very 
effective. 

When waves of evil come smashing into your life, churning 
and cutting away at all you hold dear, eroding your best character- 
istics and making you a little less strong, and a little less good than 
you once were, it is easy for you to forget that God is the God of 
love, the God of truth, and the God of beauty. Once you let your 
garden, or your home, or your apartment become ugly with clutter 
and lack of care, you are destroying something very divine down 
inside of you and permitting yourself to become something less 
than God created you to be. God created this world as an island of 
beauty in the darkness of space, and when you are in beautiful sur- 
roundings, you feel the closeness of God much more than you feel 
him when you are surrounded by drabness and ugliness. 

To any man who may be reluctant to permit his wife to spend 
some money to beautify the home, I say: “Be careful about that. 
Beauty encourages happiness, and certainly you want to do any- 
thing in your power to have as happy a home as possible. ‘To any- 
one who may in a moment of pessimistic criticism think that 
church people spend more than they should on the beauty of their 
church buildings, and the beauty of their parish houses and their 
parsonages, and the beauty of the music, and the silver communion 
service, I say: “There can be no question but that one of the secrets 
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of the survival of the Christian religion down through 2,000 years 
of history has been the beauty it has maintained in times when so 
much of life was sordid and ugly. God is beauty, and the more beau- 
tiful you and I make our lives, and the more beautiful we make our 
surroundings, and the more beautiful we make the trappings of our 
religion, the more the world is going to recognize that we are on 
God's side and those who oppose us might find themselves op- 
posing God.” 

Ionce asked a retired business executive, a manof superior edu- 
cation, a dedicated churchman, a generous philanthropist, and a 
close personal friend, what he considered to be the secret of anyone's 
personal success as a human being. He said: “It can all be summed 
up in three words: ‘and then some. I discovered rather early in life,” 
he said, “that most of the difference between the average, run-of- 
the-mill persons and the really top people could be explained in 
three words. The top people, the ones who really madea success of 
their lives, did what was expected of them —and then some. When 
they worked, they always did all they were asked to do, and then 
some. When they were asked to help others, to be considerate and 
kind, they would do and be just that, and then some. When it came 
to believing in the future prospects for their country, and for their 
business, and for themselves, they not only believed, but they lived 
their belief, and then some. When it came to contributing to the 
beauty of their community, and their home, and their own lives, 
they always went the second mile, and then some.” 

Whenever I find myself getting discouraged with the way 
things are with the world and with me, I try to remember what my 
friend said. God hasn't given up yet, and neither should you nor I! 
Perhaps if we could just put more trust in him and in his love, he 
will continue to return our love and our trust and then some. 


CHAPTER 6 
“Your Way To God” 


Very early in the history of the Christian Church, the people 
who claimed to be followers of Jesus were called “The people of the 
Way.’ Actually, that is what all of us are. We know that our radio 
audience is made up of persons from many religious backgrounds. 
Our listeners hold a variety of religious beliefs. Their letters to us 
indicate that we are in agreement on some ideas about religion, and 
we are in disagreement about other ideas, but there is one way in 
which we are all alike. Whatever your personal religious beliefs are, 
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you and Betty and I are striving to find the peace and the power and 
the love and the truth of God for our own lives. For you, and for us, 
the way to God is the Christian way, and when we ask what that 
way is, we find the answer in what we understand to have been the 
way of Jesus. Since he lived so long ago, and since we have only the 
New Testament for our historical source, we never can know all 
that he thought and all that he said about his way to God, but there 
are at least three things of which we can be certain. 

What you know about Jesus surely makes it very clear to you 
that for him the first step of the way to God was ACCEPTANCE. All 
Christians take their first step toward God, the first step toward 
making God an important part of their life, by simply accepting the 
fact of his being. If you want to strengthen your relationship with 
God, and if you want to be in harmony with all other Christians as 
they seek their way to God, you must do as Jesus did. Begin with the 
fact that God is the power behind all of life, the power that created 
all of life. After all, you were created to believe in God, so why 
should you resist the idea? Sometimes I think that you and I and so 
many others do not appreciate how deeply ingrained is our natural 
instinct to accept the fact of God's existence. 

The idea of there being a moral order, a spiritual power con- 
cerned with man’s life on this globe, belongs to the ineradicable 
substratum of the human soul. Every psychological or philosophical 
attempt to explain away the religious beliefs of mankind has had to 
come to terms with the fact that human beings everywhere at all 
times known to history have been religious. Again and again, scholars 
have had to ask why it is that the most irrational ideas about gods 
and goddesses, about heavenly creatures and spiritual powers, have 
persisted through thousands and thousands of years in spite of the 
growth of the human intellect. The ideas cannot be explained away, 
and they cannot be killed with ironic and sarcastic agnosticism. It 
is one thing to worship the sun because it gives light and heat. To 
believe in the sun is perfectly rational since we all can see it and 
feel its effects, but it is quite another thing to believe that there isa 
divine mind, a spiritual power, that controls the sun. Yet it is this 
latter idea that persists in spite of all scientific knowledge that 
would sometimes seem to suggest the contrary. Why? The idea of 
God persists for the same reason that the idea of eating a good Sun- 
day dinner persists, and for the same reason that the idea of a good 
night's sleep persists, and for the same reason that the idea of find- 
ing some acceptable form of sexual satisfaction persists. 

Mankind has a universal hunger for food. Everywhere in all 
time, human beings have wanted to eat food. If it were not so, the 
human animal would never have survived on this earth. If we were 
not intended to eat food, we would not be hungry. Our hunger for 
food is there to be satisfied. 
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The same thing is true of our hunger for sleep. If we never slept, 
we could not survive; and when we do sleep, we are doing what 
comes naturally. And, of course, the same thing is true of our 
human hunger for sexual expression. We were created with a built- 
in appetite for sex, an appetite carefully timed to be expressed only 
when mature enough. It is never a question of whether that appe- 
tite will be expressed, but only questions of how and when. If it 
were not supposed to be so, and if there were not some provision 
for the satisfaction of this appetite in one way or another, we would 
not have been created with it. 

The same thing is true of mankind’s religious instincts. When 
you find yourself accepting the presence of a spiritual power in the 
universe, and when you find yourself imploring the help of this 
spiritual power, you are doing what comes naturally. You would 
not have been created a religious animal if there were not some way 
for your religious hunger to be satisfied. 

Do you understand what I am saying? I am saying that your 
acceptance of the idea of God is an absolutely essential and neces- 
sary psychological function of an irrational nature—that is, you do 
not have to prove it. It has nothing whatever to do with the question 
of whether or not God exists. No one, in your church or in any other 
Christian church of whatever denomination, can prove the exis- 
tence of God, and neither can anyone disprove his existence. The 
human intellect cannot answer the question of God's existence, 
but that intellect can understand how much more rational, how 
much more reasonable life becomes when one accepts the fact that 
God does exist. 

There are no Christians in any church anywhere who spend 
their time trying to prove that God does exist. Nowhere and at no 
time did Jesus try to prove why he had accepted a belief in God. It 
never occurred to him to even think in terms of proof. Jesus ac- 
cepted the fact of God. In other words, the first step of the way to 
God, for you as for all other Christians, is the step of natural accept- 
ance, as natural as the acceptance of food and sleep and sex. Every- 
one has an instinct to believe in God. It is just a question of how 
and when. 

It's something like the idea expressed in the old Negro spiritual: 

God is so high you can’t get above him. 

God is so low that you can’t get beneath him. 
God is so wide that you can’t get around him. 
You had better come in by the gate! 

That is what any good church is —the gate. That is what your 
church is. When we were calling on one of our church members 
down in Florida, she was telling us about her going to church each 
Sunday even though she had not found a church that she felt 
measured up to our church in Springfield. She said: “I go to church 
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even though I do not particularly like the sermons I hear, and even 
though the music is nothing like the music I used to hear in South 
Church. I go because it seems to meet some need down deep inside 
of me. I always feel better after I have been to church. Something in 
me is satisfied. I just accept that fact and make churchgoing a part 
of my life.” 

You know exactly what she meant, don’t you, and you know it 
even though your church may be of an entirely different denomina- 
tion than the one of which she spoke. 

After acceptance of the fact of God, there is a second step along 
the way all Christians take, and that is a step Jesus took every day 
of his life. It is the step of EXPERIENCE. The God idea can mean 
very little to you or to me unless we have some experiences that 
confirm and reaffirm our acceptance of the fact that there is a spiri- 
tual power. No amount of talk, no amount of reading the Bible, and 
no amount of theological discussion ever can take the place of a 
personal experience when it comes to having a real and vital faith 
in God. Faith is forced upon us by religious experience. You may 
have some idea about God which I cannot accept, but if that idea is 
a result of your personal experience, neither I nor any other Christian 
can dispute it. What God means to you is believed in faith, and faith 
grows out of experience, and your personal experience is absolute. 

All Christians can accept the idea of God as the spiritual power 
for good in all of its various forms; in the order and the structure of 
inorganic matter, in the process of growth and sensitivity in the 
realm of organic matter, in the conditions of intelligence, coopera- 
tion, appreciation, and creative love on the human level, but only 
as we experience that idea in our own personal life can we have 
faith in it. 1am sure that you have experienced it again and again, 
and so have I. 

One Christmas Eve, I had just such an experience. As usual, we 
were entertaining guests for dinner, and we were all having a happy 
and joyous time, when suddently there came over me a feeling that 
I can only explain as a compulsion. Right in the middle of all that 
gaiety and fun, I thought of amember of my church who was gravely 
ill in a nursing home in a nearby town. I sat back in my chair, 
wondering why at that moment that particular patient had come to 
my mind. Then it was that I surprised Mrs. Driftmier and our guests 
by excusing myself from the table. I explained that I could not con- 
tinue my dinner until I had taken care of some parish business, and 
that I would return for my dessert and coffee in about an hour. 

A few minutes later as I entered the patient's room, her nurse 
said to me: “Dr. Driftmier, the most amazing thing happened. A few 
minutes ago, Marion opened her eyes, smiled, and said: “Tmust not 
fall asleep. Dr. Driftmier is coming to see me. He will be here in a 
moment.” Chills ran up and down my spine as I realized that when 
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the patient had said that, I was telling jokes at the dinner table 
without a thought of leaving our guests that evening. After we had 
a prayer together and I sat there holding her hand, she looked out of 
the window at the Christmas lights and said: “The lights look like 
little angels.” She passed away a short time later. 

As I drove home and back to the party, I kept saying aloud: 
“Thank you, God, O thank you, God.” Iremembered that experience 
as I read these lines in my morning devotions a few days later: 

Sometimes, I know not why, nor how, nor whence, 
A change comes over me, and then the task 
Of common life slips from me. 
Would you ask what power is this which bids the 
world go hence? 
Who knows? As for me, it’s God, and other I do not ask. 
(Anonymous) 

The way to God for you and for all other Christians is the way 
of Christ. It means acceptance of the fact of God, it means experi- 
encing the fact in a faith-building way. And then in the third place, 
it means SERVING God. You accept, you experience, and then you 
serve. As you read your New Testament, it becomes very obvious 
to you that the more the Apostles did for the Church, the more they 
believed in God, and the more they believed in Jesus. The Christian 
life is a journey along the road of loving service. Jesus said that they 
who do the will of God shall know him. And the blessed St. Gregory 
said, “Whosoever would understand what he hears, must hasten to 
put into practice what he has heard.” In other words, if you want to 
find the way to God, you want to do much more than to sit in a 
lovely church on Sunday morning listening to sermons on dogma, 
doctrine, and liturgical themes. The way to God for you and for 
everyone else is the way of living a serving, loving, Christian life. 

The very noted Roman Catholic theologian, Dr. Hans Kung of 
Germany, the man described by Time magazine as the leader of the 
Liberal Protestant Party within the Roman Catholic Church, says 
in his most recent book entitled On Being a Christian, “The test of © 
being a Christian is not assent to this or that dogma, but the accep- 
tance of faith in Christ and the imitation of Christ.” That is exactly 
what the Bible teaches. That ‘is exactly the heart and the soul of 
every major religion in the world whether or not the name of Christ 
is used. The love of God and the love of neighbor is what religion is 
all about, and love means service. It means commitment to 
making your life count in the struggle for the victory of love 
over hate, the victory of goodness over evil, and the victory of 
charity over selfishness. 

I wonder if you happened to see a television program on which 
a distinguished surgeon said that the Hippocratic oath sworn and 
subscribed to by all medical practitioners doesn’t mean very much 
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until a doctor actually gives a part of himself to serving people 
without any thought of remuneration, working a part of each day 
for what he knows to be complete and total charity without any 
possibility of welfare or insurance payment. He said that there is 
nothing in all this world which will give a physician more of a sense 
of dedication and commitment, and more of a belief in himself as a 
man than that. 

If that is true of doctors, then it is also true of each and every 
one of us. You may not have taken the Hippocratic oath, but you 
believe that God is love, and you know that to have God enter into 
your life is to have him come in through the door of love. You know 
that this very day will be a better, happier day for you if, before the 
day is over, you will have done something kind and good for some- 
one else. 

All over the world there are Christian people who love the 
churches where they worship, but if you are like most of the people 
in our big radio audience, I doubt if there are any church people 
anywhere who love their church more than you love yours. And do 
you know why you love your church? It is because you have given 
so much of yourself to it. Because you give, and because you serve, 
you have found your church to be an open way to God. 

Recently, I was thanking one of the men in my church for all 
that he had done for the church, and I was surprised and yet pleased 
when he responded to my word of thanks with this word of rhyme 
by Edgar Guest: 

I'd like to think when life is done 

That I had filled a needed post, 
That here and there I'd paid my fare 

With more than idle talk and boast, 
That I had taken gifts divine, 

The breath of life and manhood fine, 
And tried to use them now and then 

In service for my fellow men. 

MRV 1390 

That is exactly what you believe, isn't it? Christians every- 
where believe that, and they believe it because they have learned 
that the way to God is the way of Jesus. It is the way of ACCEPT- 
ANCE, EXPERIENCE, and: SERVICE. 
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CHAPTER 7 
“Trusting God” 


There is a story about an old man who, at the age of 102, sud- 
denly stopped going to church. Alarmed at the aged man’s absence 
after he had been so faithful in his attendance all through the years, 
his pastor went to call. Finding the old man was in good health and 
able to get out and around, the pastor asked: “How come, after all 
these years of loyalty, we don't see you in church anymore?” “I'll tell 
you, Pastor,” the centenarian said. “When I reached the age of 102, 1 
figured that God must have forgotten about me, and I don’t want to 
remind him.” 

Both you and I are people of faith, but sometimes we forget 
how our needs can be met by God. Do you remember hearing the 
story about the small boy who was on an overnight campout with 
his father? The boy was trying to lift a rock that was much too big 
for him. He huffed and he puffed and he heaved away, but the rock 
would not budge. The father looked over and asked: “Son, are you 
using all of your strength?” “Of course I am,” replied the boy. “No, 
you are not!” said the father. “You haven't asked me for help.” 

Like me, you probably have had times when you struggled with 
problems thinking that you were using all the strength and wisdom 
at your command when actually you were not. You are a religious 
person, or you would not bother to read this book. You are a person 
of faith. You are a person who believes that there is far more to life 
than meets the eye. You almost certainly are an intelligent, observ- 
ant, thinking person, and you know that there is a life-force, a spirit 
of creativity, a unified, vital, eternal energy that composes all 
being, and that religious people call it God. Because you are a 
person influenced by the thinking of the Western World, a product 
of the Judeo-Christian religious tradition, you have faith in this 
creative energy that we call God. It is your faith that this power, 
this spirit, this energy which brought you into the world, which 
sustains you while you are in the world, and which will care for you 
in the next world, is a source of strength in any time of need. Per- 
haps the trouble with you is the same trouble that so many intelli- 
gent people have —you do not use this faith enough. You admit 
that, don't you? Like other intelligent people, you do not need to be 
reminded that, in the final analysis, a person's moral and spiritual 
strength always rests in his faith, but you do need to be reminded 
to use the strength of your faith, and so does everyone else. None of 
us uses the strength of our faith enough. 

There are three aspects of life which rest on a foundation of 
faith that each one of us has, but whichno one of us uses enough. In 
the first place, there is the faith we have in God's provision for our 
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physical care, that is, the care of our bodies. Have you ever thought 
of the fact that we have complete faith in the power of life which 
created us, which set our lungs to breathing, filling our blood with 
life-giving oxygen, faith that the power will continue to keep those 
lungs breathing through all the days of our life on this planet? As 
long as you are alive, God will keep your lungs working for you. 
How impossible life would be if you had to make plans consciously 
for the inhaling and exhaling of your lungs! The faith you have in 
the functioning of your lungs is the same faith you have in the beat- 
ing of your heart and the secreting of your salivary glands. Except in 
rare hours of illness, you have this faith. I am positive of it. You are 
so sure of the beating of your heart, that you do not give it athought 
wae you are well. Right? That is why you are not afraid to go to 
sleep. 

The next time somebody tells you that he has lost his faith in 
God, you just ask that person how he or she dares to go to sleep at 
night. Sleep is such a common act of faith that we lose sight of how 
exciting it is. It really is a mystery. It takes up one-third of our lives, 
4 one-third that finds us literally “dead to the world”, unconscious, 
in what might be called a state of nirvana. While you are asleep, 
anything could happen to you, for you are completely at the mercy 
of your environment; but from the time of infancy, you have had a 
built-in faith that takes away the fear of sleep. Just for you to go to 
sleep is one of the greatest acts of faith you ever demonstrate. Think 
about it, and you will realize that this is so. 

When, in so much of life, we do trust God in some conditions 
and in some situations we cannot control, I wonder why it is we are 
so slow to use that same faith in other conditions we cannot con- 
trol? For example, if you can trust God to care for you when you are 
asleep and out of touch with reality, why cannot you trust God 
when you are a passenger in a plane or a ship that you cannot con- 
trol? A passenger in an airplane has no more control of the situation 
than a person unconscious in sleep has control over his life. Just as 
you do not worry about things over which you have no control 
when you go to sleep, so you should use the same kind of trusting 
strength in other situations over which you have no control. 

How about all those persons you know who worry themselves 
sick about their children when the children are away from home 
and out from under the control of their parents? Are you such a 
parent? If you can trust God to keep you alive when you are uncon- 
scious in sleep, then why can you not trust him to take care of your 
children when they are as much beyond your loving, guarding care 
as the beating of your heart and the breathing of your lungs are 
beyond your control? 

You get the point, don't you? Too much of the time you and I 
are too inconsistent in the faith we have in God. We all have faith 
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enough to sleep, so let us use the strength of that same kind of 
faith when we trust God in other situations which are out of our 
hands. 

Do you remember these lines of George Santayana? 

O world, thou choosest not the better part! 

It is not wisdom to be only wise, 

And on the inward vision close the eyes; 

But it is wisdom to believe the heart. 

Our knowledge is a torch of smoky pine 

That lights the pathway but one step ahead 

Across a void of mystery and dread. 

Bid, then, the tender light of faith to shine 

By which alone the mortal heart is led 

Unto the thinking of the thought divine. 
(Quoted in Treasure Chest) MRV 1234 

A second area of life where you need to use the strength of 
your faith much more often is in the area of guidance for the 
future. For example, when you have a hard decision to make, and 
when you want some help in the planning of your future or the 
future of your children, you do not often enough use the faith in 
God that is built into you—a faith that you sometimes have 
been using all along without consciously realizing it. We are all 
guilty of this, and that is why Iam so confident that it is a part of 
your problem, too. 

Consider the matter of our creation. Life is so marvelous! You 
and I had absolutely nothing to do with our creation. You did not 
ask to be born. You had no control over that which made you who 
you are and where you are. It was only by chance that you were 
born, and only by chance that you were born the person you are 
instead of somebody else. All you know is that a minute particle of 
protoplasm animated by the germ of life brought you into being. 
That wonderful life-giving energy we call God led you out of the 
darkness of time into the light of life. Since scholars are certain that 
none of us can remember events which happened to us before we 
were four years old, we all have a certain gratitude for those life in- 
fluences which guided us safely to the years of developed memory 
and reason. 

Now here is the point: Since it was under the guidance of God 
that you became a live human being, and since it was under the 
guidance of God that you grew through those early years of infancy, 
why do you not now use your faith in this guidance when you need 
help in the planning of your future? I ask you this, just as I have 
asked it of myself. 

One day when I was anxious and worried about a particular 
matter involving my future and the future of my family, Ihappened 
to see in my morning devotions this little quotation from the 
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writings of a fifteenth-century Indian mystic. Listen to this: 

“Why so impatient my heart? 

He who watches over birds, beasts and insects, 

He who cared for you while you were yet unborn, 

Think you he will not care for you now that you have 
come forth? 

O my heart, how could you turn away from the smile of 
your Lord and wander so far from him?’ 

: MRV 247 

Prayer is asking God who already guided your life into being, 
to give you some very special guidance. The fact that you are alive 
and reading this is evidence of his concern for you. So what if you 
are worried about an uncertain future! If you know how to worry, 
you know how to pray. Worry is based on the belief that some un- 
desirable thing is going to happen, or that some unwanted condi- 
fon ut The very first requisite of worry is expectation and 

elief. 

Has it ever occurred to you that the techniques for worry and 
the techniques for prayer are the same? The differences are in the 
goal. Prayer is based on the belief that there is a desirable result. 
Prayer is the belief in the desirable thing happening. It is worry 
turned inside out! — 

Prayer is a real event. Prayers are made up of molecular energy 
just as surely as are flowers or hairs of your head, and each and 
every prayer is a reorganization of molecules and electrical rela- 
tionships. Just as a pond of water is never the same after a raindrop 
joins it, so the universe is somehow different and your life is some- 
how different after you have prayed for God's guidance. Different 
things become possible and different things become actual when 
the electrical energies of one’s mind are reorganized. 

Remember this: You had God's guidance in your creation and 
infancy even though you were not aware of it. You have God's guid- 
ance right now, even though you may not be aware of it. Prayer is 
a way of actualizing God's guidance. Prayer is the way you get in 
touch with the reality of God’s guidance. How much good your 
prayers do will depend upon your capacity to receive God's help. 
Of this much you and I can be certain —God can do some things 
with prayer that could not be done without prayer. 

At the very moment that you are reading this material, there 
may be hundreds of other persons reading it, and of those persons 
there may be some who are desperate for guidance for their future. 
If you are one of those persons, read this very carefully. The guid- 
ance you want is there for you, and all you have to do is to ask for it 
and make yourself receptive to it. Think of some of the wonderfully 
fortunate things that have happened to you at times in your past, 
and then trust in that same faith now. Wonderful things are just 
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waiting to happen to you. Let go of your worry and take hold of 
prayer. Turn your worries inside out and see what happens to you. 

Remember, you have faith in God's care of your physical life, 
and from that you can take strength. You have faith in God's guid- 
ance for the future, and from that you can take strength. Now there 
is a third area of faith in which you can get more strength than you 
do most of the time, and that is in the area of your belief in God's 
love. Many times I have discussed religion with atheists and 
agnostics and just plain fools, but never have I spoken with any 
such who would not admit to their having been the recipients of 
blessings they did not deserve. Some people may take, as their just 
due, the blessings of air to breathe and water to drink and heat for 
warmth, but most sensitive people, and all religious people like 
yourself, know that these things are gifts. As the old song says: “The 
best things in life are free!” 

After all, what have you orI or anyone else ever done to deserve 
a beautiful sunset, or a lovely dawn, or a winter landscape, or a 
cooling breeze on a hot August day? What did you, as a little child, 
do to deserve the sacrificial love of a mother or the help of a father? 
If for any reason you do not want to say that God blessed you with 
these things, then you should at least admit that life has blessed 
you. However you say it, you will be talking about the same thing. 
This is your faith. 

When you realize that you really do have faith in God’s ability 
to help you to meet the hard things of life, why do you not use his 
help more often? When the storm comes, why don't you use that 
same faith which made you thank God for the beautiful sunset? If 
you believe in God’s love, how can you think that he has lost his 
love for you just because things are not going the way you want 
them to? When you are beset by tragic accident, disease, or business 
reverses, how can you blame these things on a God who already has 
proved his love for you in a thousand, thousand different ways? Just 
think of the narrow escapes you have had in a lifetime; think of the 
times you have cried out in gratitude: “Thank you, God. Oh thank 
you!” Is this the same God that you curse when life demands that 
you pay a price for carelessness, or pay a price for taking too much 
freedom, or for having too much courage? 

Let me explain it to you this way. My parents were far more 
generous with me than I deserved. When I think of the way they 
forgave me again and again, I stand in awe of their patience and 
their goodness. There were times when they did discipline me, and 
now I know that the more they loved me, the more they cared, the 
more they were constrained to do whatever was necessary to dis- 
cipline me, to save me from my own foolhardiness. The punish- 
ment came, not because they didn’t love me, but because they did 
love me. If they had not loved me, if they had not cared for me, they 
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never would have spoken a harsh word to me. They never would 
have tried to prevent my doing something self-destructive. That is 
my faith, and the older I become, the more sure lam of that faithin 
my parents. Why then am I tempted at times to think that the hard 
things of life, the tough breaks, the punishing blows come because 
God does not love me? Do you understand? If fire did not cause pain, 
you would be very apt to die of fire. If automobile accidents were 
always painless, with no discomfort of any kind, you probably 
would have died in an automobile accident long ago. Not always, 
but often the hard things of life, the defeats you have to endure, the 
pains you have to suffer, come, not because God does not love you, 
but because he does love you. 

You see, while you have much faith in God's love, you could 
get so much more strength for the hard times if only you had faith 
in the fact that the hard times were a part of God's way of loving 
you! The greatest mistake of life that any of us ever make is that of 
looking to circumstances for happiness. If you depend on circum- 
stances for your joy in life, you will live in a constant state of uncer- 
tainty because circumstances are constantly changing. Happiness 
and joy come from the faith with which we meet the circumstances 
of life. That is why you see some people smiling in the very face of 
disaster, and that is why you see some people weeping even though 
they have every material blessing life can provide. 

The very fact that you did not close this book and put it down 
ten minutes ago is a testimony of the faith you have. Ijust hope that 
what you have read here will help you to use your faith to greater 
advantage. I hope that what you have read here will inspire you to 
begin this very hour to use more of the faith you have. You have 
faith in God, so trust God more. As that great Boston divine, Phillips 
Brooks, once said: 

The little sharp vexations 

And the briars that cut the feet, 
Why not take all to the Helper 

Who has never failed us yet? 
Tell him about the heartache, 

And tell him the longings too, 
Tell him the baffled purpose 

When we scarce know what to do. 
Then, leaving all our weakness 

With the One divinely strong, 
Forget that we bore the burden 

And carry away the song. 

MRV 249 
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CHAPTER 8 
“Someone Is Counting On You” 


Don't you agree that there is nothing much more important for 
our own happiness and sense of well-being than the satisfaction of 
knowing that we are responsible workers in a world of work? More 
than most of us realize, our spiritual, physical and mental health 
depend upon our having a Christian sense of vocation. One of the 
most precious contributions any of us can make to our children, to 
our students, to our young employees, to the young people who 
may work in the same office or production line with us, is an appre- 
ciation of the Christian belief that each one of us is obligated, 
honor-bound, to do anything that we do to the very best of our 
ability. Furthermore, you and I must appreciate that it is our duty 
to treat work as a gift of God, not as acurse of the devil, and that it is 
by working that we earn our right to ride through the heavens on 
this spaceship we call Earth. The attitude that you have toward 
your work should be such that other people watching you are quick 
to conclude that you are a very responsible worker with a passion 
for doing things in the right way. 

Mrs. Driftmier and I have made many trips across this country 
by plane. Something happened on a summer vacation trip that 
prompted me to write on this subject. With every seat taken, the big 
jet plane that was to carry us from Denver to Omaha had pulled 
away from the loading ramp. Dozens of young people were aboard 
on their way to schools in the East, and there was much laughter 
and friendly bantering until, just before we were to begin the take- 
off run down the airstrip, the plane turned around and went back to 
the terminal. We were told that there had been a failure in the 
hydraulic system that would require a three-hour delay for repairs. 
With some dismay and much grumbling, the passengers disem- 
barked, and Mrs. Driftmier and I found a seat in the waiting room 
where we could watch the repairs being made. Several mechanics 
worked feverishly removing a broken pump from one of the big jet 
engines, and then other mechanics checked the work done. One of 
the mechanics was a very young man. After all the work was com- 
pleted and the engine hatch secured, I saw that young mechanic go 
back and take one more turn with the wrench on each bolt he had 
previously secured. It was as though he had said to himself: “1 know 
that I secured each bolt well, but with 175 lives at stake, lam going 
to double-check.” 

As we watched all that, it occurred to me that the lives of the 
passengers and crew were every bit as dependent on the work of 
that young mechanic as they were dependent on the skill of the 
pilot, on the scrupulous attention of the men in the contro] tower, 
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or on the men who manufactured the plane in the first place. don't 
know how many passengers realized it, but all of us were in one 
sense of the word counting on that young mechanic that day. Cer- 
tainly I realized it, and out of that realization there came to my 
mind the ideas that I have written here. 

Whenever you start thinking about your work and the respon- 
sibilities you have to carry, keep in mind that work is of the order 
of God. That human beings should work is as much of a religious 
truth as the fact that God created all life. Work is as inherent to 
your human nature as it is to the birds of the air and the beasts of 
the field and fish of the sea. You will note that while God provides 
food for the birds, he does not drop it into their nests. They have to 
get out and scratch for it. Because God created you, and because 
God provided you with the means to exist, to live as a human being, 
it is obvious that your work is an obligation you have to God. Be- 
cause human beings were created to live in tribes, clans and na- 
tions, it is obvious that we were created to work for each other. Each 
human being is responsible for contributing to the welfare and the 
happiness of other human beings. Since you are a human, there 
always is someone counting on you. You and everyone else were 
created to be servants of one another. 

I remember the time when Mrs. Driftmier, our son David, and I 
were eating in the only restaurant in the little seacoast village of 
Queen Charlotte out in the Pacific Ocean off the coast of Alaska 
and British Columbia. Six or seven young men and women arrived 
at that restaurant. Those young people had come from a small 
island not far away, and they were as strangely dressed as any 
people could be in those circumstances. Their hair was dishevelled, 
and on both men and women it hung down to their shoulders. Their 
clothes were almost rags, and they were dirty. The waitress told me 
that they were, in her words, “Young American beatniks who live 
in a little commune on an otherwise deserted island. They do not 
work except to catch fish for themselves. They have some money, 
for they eat at least one meal a day in here.” 

At first, our son took exception to the critical remarks Mrs. 
Driftmier and I made about the beatniks. He defended their way of 
life as their right and privilege as free people, but when he listened 
to the arguments his mother and I had on the subject, he began to 
agree with us. We maintained that the young people were entitled 
to their freedom, but we also held to the fact that those young 
people were obligated to do some honest labor. Since they did not 
work, they were not contributing to society, the very society that 
protected them. The great benefits that we call God's blessings — 
hospitals, public education, pure water supplies, police protection, 
governmental guarantee of freedom of speech, of assembly, of 
worship —are all made possible by communal effort. None of these 
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things could exist without work and the taxes working people pay. 
We are not expected to work all of our lives as slaves of a system, 
but we are expected to contribute our share to the support of the 
human race. 

In the early part of this century, the minister of the North 
Congregational Church in Springfield, Massachusetts, was Dr. 
Washington Gladden. He once wrote what he called: “A Worker's 
Resolution.” When you read this, you will agree with me that it is 
a resolution that every American boy and girl should be made to 
learn while in school. You will agree that it is a resolution that you 
should write upon your own heart. 

“One thing I am resolved upon: I will not be a sponge or a 
parasite. I will give an honest equivalent for what I get. 
I want no man’s money for which I have not rendered a 
full return. I want no wages that I have not earned. If I 
work for any man or any company or any institution, I 
will render a full, ample, generous service. If I work for 
the city or the state or the nation, I will give my best 
thought, my best effort, my most conscientious and 
efficient endeavor. No man, no body of men, shall ever be 
made poor by their dealings with me. If I can give a little 
more than I get every time, in that shall be my happiness. 
The great commonwealth of human society shall not be 
the loser through me. I will take good care to put into the 
common fund more than I take out.” 

There is nothing wrong with the world; there is nothing wrong 
with America; there is nothing wrong with the town in which you 
live that could not and would not be corrected and solved by the 
spirit of that resolution. Because you and I are God's children, be- 
cause we are human beings, because we are here on this earth to 
make a contribution to the betterment of society, we must take 
good care to put into the common fund more than we take out. You 
understand that, don’t you? 

A second thing that occurred to me when I remembered the 
incident on the Queen Charlotte Islands has to do with the way 
other people are counting on you and counting on me. You can 
think of the persons close to you in your family and in your employ- 
ment who are counting on you all the time, but there are so many 
others. Has it ever occurred to you that all the members of your 
church are counting on you to help keep your church the fine one 
it ought to be? Have you ever thought of the fact that the town in 
ee you live is counting on you to help keep the town a beautiful 
place? 

Most of the time we do not think of the fact that the way we 
live our faith from day to day is an essential part of our contribution 
to society. I am sure that you know people whose faith, whose 
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courage, whose determination to rise above their broken hearts and 
personal disasters have done more to make life good and decent and 
worth living for everyone who comes in contact with them than 
those persons will ever understand. You probably forget, in your 
hours of trial, how many people are counting on you to be bigger 
than the things that would pull you down. In times of business 
depression, how many employees are counting on the men in the 
head office to grow stronger and bigger with every setback, count- 
ing on their superiors to have the optimism to make a light in the 
darkness. 

Even if you live alone, with no family, and with few acquain- 
tances, there still is someone counting on you. There always is 
someone —the mailman, the newspaper boy, the person across the 
hall, the friend on the other end of a telephone call— who needs a 
word of encouragement, a smile, a sympathetic gesture, or a helping 
hand. Every day of your life you have the responsibility of helping 
those around you to be happy. 

How proud I was of a lady inmy church who, at the time of this 
writing, is living out her days as a patient in a nursing home. One 
day while I was there by her bedside, a nurse stopped by and said 
to the patient: “Good night. Your smile has made my day. Thanks 
again for being so understanding.’ As the nurse left the room, the 
church member called after her: “Be sure and give my love to your 
children. I hope their colds are better tomorrow.” I often have won- 
dered if that patient had any idea how much that nurse was count- 
ing on her? 

There is a third thing to consider whenever you have occasion 
to think about the way other people depend on you, and that is the 
religious obligation you have for doing excellently everything you 
ever do. You see, all of life is in the process of evolution, and you 
are part of that process. Just as all of nature for thousands of years 
has been striving for higher and finer levels of being, so do you 
exist in a pattern of evolvement that demands your constant 
striving for improvement. It is not enough for you to do a half- 
hearted job no matter what the task may be. Your Christian faith 
with its work ethic interprets laziness as a sin. Remember that! If 
life is worth living, then it is worth your living it well. This is an idea 
unique to the western world with its Hebrew-Christian religious 
traditions, and when this idea is weakened in our culture, millions 
of persons suffer as a result of the lapse. Every time you do any job 
4 little less well than you could have done it, you are contributing 
to the weakening of our culture. 

You know this and I know this, and because we both know it, 
we both shall be held doubly responsible for the efforts that must 
be made to make our society what it ought to be. The Bible makes 
very clear the fact that people who know what is right and yet do 
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not do what is right are, in the eyes of God, the worst of sinners. 
Because you know how essential excellence is, and because you 
know how necessary it is that you always give of your best, and 
always strive to improve upon your past efforts, God is counting on 
you to help save our society. That is why you are one of those per- 
sons Jesus called “the salt of the earth”. As a Christian, you are a 
person who must refuse to settle for something less than the best. 

Perhaps you saw an article in the paper about the college en- 
trance examinations. The Board responsible for administering 
those examinations released to the press statistics which showed 
conclusive evidence that we Americans are now living in the high 
tide of mediocrity. High school graduates taking college entrance 
examinations on the year of that newspaper realease scored, on the 
average, ten points lower in verbal skills, and eight points lower in 
mathematical skills than high school graduates of the previous 
year. Perhaps the most disheartening information in the article 
was the fact that students getting superior or excellent marks in 
the use of the English language dropped by twenty percent. Doesn't 
it make you think we are becoming a nation of the culturally dis- 
advantaged because of the failure of our educators to demand ex- 
cellence, and because of the failure of people to demand excellent 
educators? 

I would like to think that you are a very superior person. The 
book that you are reading is not one that the average person would 
find of interest. The same religious, moral, and ethical sensitivities 
which prompted you to read this book are evidence that, in your 
life and personality, you have some very superior qualities. More 
than you probably realize or appreciate, there are people counting 
on you to use your influence to keep standards high. All kinds of 
standards. You must never think that there is nothing you can do to 
improve life around you. You do something beneficial every time 
you do the job at hand as excellently as you can do it. You do some- 
thing to keep standards high every time you demonstrate in your 
life the same spirit Henry van Dyke expressed in these poetic lines: 

Let me but do my work from day to day 
In field or forest, at the desk or loom, 
In roaring market-place or tranquil room; 

Let me but find it in my heart to say, 

When vagrant wishes beckon me astray, 
“This is my work; my blessing, not my doom! 
Of all who live, Iam the one by whom 

_ This work can best be done in the right way.” 
MRV 1718 
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CHAPTER 9 
“HIow To Handle Your Freedom” 


Are you sometimes amazed at the amount of freedom people 
have today? Within the past few days, you probably saw something 
on television that was utterly shocking to you. You probably 
thought: “What is the world coming to?’ Is there no limit to the 
freedom everyone seems to have? We know that God created us free 
creatures, but where is our freedom taking us? Whether you realize 
it or not, much of our religion is devoted to the human problem 
of free will. Our Holy Bible has in it many sections which deal with 
this problem. Sometimes we talk about how nice it would feel to be 
as free as the birds, but what do we mean by that? Birds do not sin, 
but human beings do sin. The bird is not free to be anything but a 
bird. A human being is free to be a man or a beast. We are free to 
choose the good or to choose the bad, and if we choose the bad, we 
sin. There is danger of oversimplification here, but you certainly 
understand what I mean. In mankind's effort to become civilized, 
he has developed many cultural aids, and probably the most impor- 
tant civilizing aid is religion. In every land since the very dawn of 
conscience, religion has been present to guide people in their use 
of freedom, and when people appear to have so much freedom to- 
day, it is obvious that thoughtful people are going to want to know 
what our particular Christian religion teaches to help us handle all 
of this freedom. 

Springfield, Massachusetts, where I live, is only a few minutes’ 
drive south of the border of Vermont, and the people of Vermont 
are quick to brag about their freedoms. We have many humorous 
stories about the Vermonters and their boasted Yankee indepen- 
dence. So many of the Vermont customs and traditions pertain to 
their almost total rejection of laws and regulations restricting their 
personal freedoms. One current story meant to demonstrate this 
Vermont quality tells about a Vermont farmer who went to visit 
his cousin who lived in a part of Texas where everyone voted the 
straight Democratic ticket. It just so happened that the Vermonter 
was from a town where everyone always voted the straight Republi- 
can ticket. One night this Vermonter went with his Texas cousin to 
a dinner at a local sportsmen’s club. When the table conversation 
got around to politics, the toastmaster, knowing that there was a 
Vermonter present, decided to have a little fun. Rapping on his 
glass for attention, he announced: “Will all those who are Demo- 
crats please stand up?’ All but the Vermonter got to their feet. 

“Thank you,” the toastmaster said. “You may be seated. Now if 
there is a stray Republican present, will he please stand?” Amid 
good-natured laughter the Yankee visitor rose. 
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“Would you tell us, my friend, how it happens youre a Re- 
publican?’ asked the toastmaster. 

‘Yd be glad to,” said the Vermonter. “Two reasons only. In the 
first place I come from Vermont. And in the second place my father 
was a Republican before me.” 

“That is a poor reason for being Republican,” said the Texan. 
“Suppose your father had been a horse thief. Would you have had to 
be a horse thief?” 

“"T reckon in that case,” replied the Vermonter, “Id been a 
Democrat!” 

Anyone familiar with the writings of St. Paul knows that he left 
for us Christians some good guideposts for Christian freedom, and 
the first one is this: “While I may be free to do a thing, I must ask 
myself if it is good for me.” Read the above sentence again! Doesn't 
that make sense? When we were first old enough to break away 
from our mother’s apron strings, feeling ourselves to be free of 
parental restraint, we needed that guidepost for freedom. The 
oldest form of slavery is self-indulgence, and the loss of freedom 
over one’s body, the loss of self-mastery through the abuse of one’s 
freedom to choose to smoke or not to smoke, to take drugs or not 
to take drugs, is one of life's greatest tragedies. In Dostoevski's 
book, The Brothers Karamazov, the character known as Dmitri 
groans: “I cannot help it though I hate myself for it! That's just 
what’s made me wretched all my life, that I yearned to be honorable, 
yet all my life I have been doing filthy things.” 

Is there a single day of your life when you are not shocked by 
the great amount of sexual freedom that people seem to have today? 
Not only are you and I aware of this sexual freedom, we also are 
aware that it is the cause of a tremendous amount of unhappiness 
in the form of broken families, broken lives, and broken hearts. 
There is not another animal on the face of the earth more erotic in 
its behavior than the human animal. In God's creation, sex ob- 
viously is meant to play a very important part in the development 
of the human race culturally and spiritually as well as physically. 
The trouble seems to come from the fact that in our modern time 
many people have lost their spiritual domination of the erotic 
impulse. St. Paul was so right! We are free to do many things, but 
we should have the good sense to restrict our freedom at the point 
of refusing to do things that are harmful to ourselves. 

Just as one becomes addicted to habit-forming drugs, so does 
one become addicted to habit-forming sex. It is when the addiction 
becomes a demonic possession that the evil is done. Unrestrained 
indulgence which costs one great personal hurt—the estrange- 
ment from loved ones, loss of reputation, and finally the loss of the 
object of desire —is no good. Unrestrained indulgence in sex or in 
alcohol or in food or in anything else that is habit-forming eventu- 
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ally works great personal harm and loss to ourselves. Our modern 
culture gives us greater freedom to choose to do ourselves evil or to 
do ourselves good than any culture the Western World has had for 
the past several hundred years, and we need this first guidepost 
more now than ever before. 

When you find yourself wondering about some of the new free- 
dom people seem to have, keep in mind a second guidepost for your 
own personal direction. St. Paul taught that while a person may be 
free to do a thing or not to do it, one must not choose to do anything 
which is not good for other people. At first glance, this may look to 
be a very-broad and general statement lacking in specifics, but you 
can see how it makes good sense. Of course you do not want to hurt 
other people no matter how free you are to hurt them. What is bad 
for other people is bound to prove bad for you. After all, isn’t the 
chief aim of your life the finding of happiness, and is there any 
greater happiness for your life than the joyous satisfaction which 
comes from making others happy? That is what Jesus meant when 
he said: “He who would save his life must lose it,” and that is what 
he meant when he said: “The greatest among you is the servant of 
all.” You and I are free to do many things, which if we did, would be 
acting stupidly because it would be depriving ourselves of the 
happiness which comes from the happiness of other people. 

A good example of this would be the case of aman who, believ- 
ing that his home is his own castle, is a very mean, and selfish, and 
dictatorial person when he is at home. You probably know someone 
just like that. When his wife and his children beg him to be more 
flexible and gentle, more generous and kindly, he says: “This is my 
home and I am free to run it as I wish!” He makes his point, and in 
doing so he literally knocks down and smashes into pieces that 
Christian guidepost for freedom which says the more you fail to be 
good to other people, the more your own freedoms will be taken 
from you. The diseases which destroy people are no less in their 
spirit and in their attitudes than in their flesh and blood. Even as 
you read this, you probably are thinking of someone you know who 
fits this description perfectly. 

How many of us can tell the saddest stories about people who 
destroyed themselves when they used their freedom to the point of 
hurting someone else. You know some of these people, and so do I. 
I think of two different families, both of whom were very unhappy 
about their son’s choice of a wife. One of those families made it very 
clear to its son that if he went ahead and married the girl his mother 
and father disapproved of, he would be disowned and disinherited 
and would be given strict orders never to communicate with his 
parents or with any member of his family. When I tried to mediate 
the disagreement, I was told by the boy's parents that they were 
free to handle the matter in the way that they wished, that they 
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were free to discipline their son in just the manner they had chosen, 
and that the case was Closed. The other family was just as troubled 
as the first one, but that family used its freedom in an entirely dif- 
ferent way. The second family decided that disowning and dis- 
inheriting a son could only bring hurt and sadness to all concerned. 
The father said: “We are free to make this marriage a hell for my 
son and a hell for us, or we can go along with it and do our best to 
help what obviously is not the most promising marriage prospect.” 
Both families used their freedom. One chose hell, and one chose 
heaven—not the brightest heaven, not the happiest heaven, not 
the most promising heaven, but at least a long, long way this side 
of hell. The second family still has a son, and it has a daughter-in- 
law who is turning out to be a very good mother to a beautiful child, 
but the first family has nothing but a festering sore eating away at 
an anguishing breakdown of family love. 

You see how this could apply to your particular situation, don't 
you? Of course, you are free to make many choices in life, but just 
as surely as you choose the way which brings hurt and harm to 
others, you are using your freedom to destroy your own happiness. 
Keep that in mind the next time you have to talk to some young 
person about his or her use of personal freedom. 

There is a third guidepost for the use of freedom, a guidepost 
which St. Paul used to direct his life right to the very end, and that 
is the guidepost of dedicated and consecrated love. St. Augustine 
put it this way: “Love God, and then do as you please.” Of course 
what St. Augustine meant was that if you love God enough, you 
always will use your freedom to choose the way which pleases God. 
St. Paul was speaking of the same thing when he said to the people 
in the church at Corinth, “Imitate me, the way I imitate Christ.” 
Paul loved Jesus Christ so much that it was never difficult for him 
to choose the right. It was the love of Christ which made it easy for 
him to imitate the decent, generous, forgiving and understanding 
life that Jesus lived. 

During a part of World War II, I was the chaplain of the Naval 
Air Station in Bermuda where we had the most beautiful Enlisted 
Men’s Club the navy ever owned. It was the former winter home of 
the Crane family of plumbing fame, and I used to drop in there at 
least once or twice a day to visit with the men and to have some 
refreshments. While seated there in the club one day, a group of 
men just off a ship came in for some recreation, and not noticing 
there was a chaplain in the room, they quite unabashedly made 
plans for some wild escapades that evening. One of the men ex- 
cused himself from the group, only to be kidded with the words:“Ah 
come on, man. So what if you have a wife; this is Bermuda!” In a very 
nice way the one dissident in the group simply said: “It just so 
happens that I love my wife very much. You guys go on and have 
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your fun; I'm staying here.” It was his free choice, and it was an easy 
choice to make because he had all the guiding influence of his love 
to help him along. 

It has been proved true again and again that human beings 
must have their freedoms restrained by their love of the good, their 
love of beauty, their love of God, or they will have all their free- 
doms taken from them by their devotion to tyranny and their love 
of a tyrant. If you ask a professional military man how he manages 
to bear all the restraints on his freedoms, he probably will hear your 
question with a certain amount of puzzlement. A person who loves 
the military life enough to choose it as a career does not feel any 
loss of freedom, for if you love the life, the restraints are seen as 
obligations and as duties. Every navy man knows that he has plenty 
of freedom —the freedom to be a good navy man orto bea bad navy 
man. He has the freedom to live up to the ideals and the standards 
of the service, or not to live up to them, and he knows the conse- 
quences of each choice. 

You no doubt have opportunity to observe that parents of teen- 
age children come in two categories — the worriers and the relaxed 
enjoyers. The worriers always are afraid that their children are 
going to do something bad to bring hurt and disgrace upon them- 
selves and upon their parents. The relaxed enjoyers of their chil- 
dren are the ones who are confident that the love of family and the 
desire to please the family will bring their children safely through 
any temptation to do wrong. This is why love is so important an 
ingredient in family life. This is why family counselors always look 
first for the measure of love that is in a family. 

To the young man or woman who feels that family restraints 
are depriving him or her of freedom, you can say: “Love your family 
more, and in that love you will find the patience and the wisdom 
to search for and find a happy compromise solution.” To that hard- 
working mother you know who feels that the needs of her family 
are making her a household slave, bound to her household by 
chains of necessity, you can say: “What you really want is more 
love, because when love is strong enough, there is nothing it cannot 
bear.” 

Do you remember that famous cartoon of a hundred years ago 
which has been reprinted again and again and again, the cartoon 
which shows a young girl walking along the road carrying a little 
boy on her back? The little boy is sound asleep with his head lying 
on the little girl’s shoulder, and the little girl looks so tired. A 
stranger says to the girl: “Isn't that little boy too heavy for you to 
carry on your back that way?” And the girl replies: “Oh no! He isnt 
heavy. He's my brother.” Every time I see that old cartoon, it brings 
tears to my eyes. What a beautiful lesson it teaches. As St. Paul said 
in so many different ways, living the Christian life is no personal 
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deprivation, no restriction on our freedoms, providing we love 
Jesus Christ enough. 

For all I know, you may be one of those persons who feels tired 
and fed up with life, discouraged by the dull routine of your work, 
feeling like a slave to the daily grind, wanting to break loose and get 
away from it all. If you are such a person, do not think that you are 
unique. There are times when every person you ever have known 
has felt just the way you feel. I have never known anyone who did 
not on occasion have his or her blue days. On such days, we need 
to remember that whenever our love weakens, we are certain to feel 
like slaves to what happens, and we need to remember that loving 
people manage somehow to master any bad situation, no matter 
how much that situation restricts us. If right now you feel like a 
slave, keep in mind that what you really want is not anew environ- 
ment, a new job, a new mate, nor a new family. What you want is 
more love for the blessings that are yours right now! Having more 
love may not change the circumstances of your life, but it will help 
you to use those circumstances and to bend them to your purposes. 
Neither you nor anyone else can ever change the direction of the 
wind, but with love in your heart and with a song on your lips and 
with a smile on your face, you can walk into the wind, made strong 
with the strain of past struggles. 

Remember you are a free person, free to live and to act as you 
like, but you need guideposts to lead you along the way of freedom. 
Each time you are free to make a choice, you need to ask yourself “Is 
it good for me?” “Is it good for other people?” “Is it the thing that 
love would have me do?” 


CHAPTER 10 
“Finding Heaven In Hell” 


One day there sat in my office a mother who poured out her 
heart to me as she told me a tragic story of family humiliation and 
grief. After I had listened and then counseled her as best I could, 
telling her that I thought she had done everything that any good 
wife and mother could do under the circumstances, and that God 
ees she said, “Oh Dr. Driftmier, where do you get your 

aitn: 

“From people like you,” I said. “Do you realize that you have 
managed to meet this problem and stand up to it with amazing 
fortitude? If only one-half of what you said was true, it would dem- 
onstrate that you must be receiving help from a divine power. 
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Thank you for telling me this story.” 
Have you ever seen this little verse in print? I found it some- 
where, and I wish I could remember where. 
If the whole world followed you, 
Followed to the letter, 
Tell me —if it followed you, 
Would the world be better? 

All of us are teaching other people all of the time. Most of what 
you learn, you learn by observation of other lives and by the inter- 
action of your own self with other lives. The same thing is true of 
me and all others. When our son was just a little boy and his mother 
would ask him to do some household task that he did not want to 
do, he was apt to reply: “I’m sorry, but I have to go to my office and 
write a sermon.” I wonder where he learned that technique for 
avoiding a household task? 

In this chapter I am mentioning two things I have learned 
about life, and then I am writing some suggestions which may 
prove helpful when your life gets hard. 

First of all, the longer I live and the more people I know, the 
surer I am that no life situation is an ideal one. I probably never 
have met you, but I am willing to bet that your life is not an ideal 
one. I have yet to meet anyone whose life was just the way he or she 
wanted it. If you are as comfortable as you want to be physically, 
then you probably would like to be somewhat better mentally and 
spiritually. Most people have some area of life that falls short of 
the ideal, and most of us have some irritant, some pressure, or some 
inadequacy that we would like to escape. Isn't that so of you? A 
recent nationwide financial survey showed that the vast majority 
of Americans in every stratum of life, when asked how much more 
income they would need to live comfortably, replied: “One-third 
more!” I was one of those surveyed, and that was exactly the answer 
I gave. 

Sometime or other you probably saw the cartoon which showed 
a father sticking his head into a room where his son was playing 
loud rock music and the father was saying: “Would you mind turn- 
ing down the volume, son? Your mother and J are trying to get on 
with our lives of quiet desperation.” 

When you are tired and nervous and confused, upset by some 
little annoyance in your home, or in your work, or in your relation- 
ships with your relatives or your friends, you probably find yourself 
thinking that if only you had a magic wand, you could change 
everything and make yourself just as happy as you think some of 
your acquaintances are. On your bad days, your moody days, you 
envy the success and happiness and contentment that you suppose 
others have, forgetting that no one on this earth is exempt from 
discontent, and that you and everybody else are riding on the same 
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spaceship seeking satisfaction in an always partially unsatisfactory 
world. If this has not been true of you, then you are not normal. 

My more than thirty years in the ministry have taught me that 
210 one has a problem that is uniquely his or hers. All of my years of 
counseling with troubled people have taught me how similar most 
personal problems are. Whatever cross you may bear, there are 
thousands and perhaps millions of people struggling to carry a 
similar cross. You are not unique, and your problems are not 
unique. Perhaps the best way to make clear what I mean is to tell 
you of an experience Mrs. Driftmier and I had on a rainy, stormy 
night on the border of Alaska and British Columbia. After great 
difficulty the captain of the freighter which carried us there finally 
managed to dock the ship in gusting winds, and the two of us set out 
to walk up the darkest road I ever walked in my life to the little 
town of Hyder, Alaska. It was so rainy, so windy, and so dark that I 
could not even see Mrs. Driftmier walking right beside me. Twice 
we walked off the edge of the road into a wet ditch. To be all alone 
on a strange road at one o'clock in the morning, unable to see our 
hands in front of us, was a frightening experience, but we were 
determined to set our feet across the border so that we could say we 
had been in that lonely isolated part of Alaska. 

We were just about ready to give up and feel our way back to 
the dock when there appeared, around the edge of a cliff, the head- 
lights of a big oil truck. Then we saw, silhouetted against the light, 
about a dozen other freighter passengers walking ahead of us. We 
were so buffeted by the storm, with our foul weather raingear 
pulled so high up over our ears, that we had not heard them walking 
ahead of us, and certainly in that darkness we had not seen them. 
What a relief it was to learn that we were not alone on that road, 
and that there were friends ahead of us who were as wet, and as un- 
certain, and as uneasy as we were. It was an experience which re- 
minded me of this poem by an anonymous poet: 

As I went up on Heartbreak Road 
Before the dawn of day, 
The blinding mist was all about 
And the wet world was gray. 
It seemed that never another soul 
Had walked that bitter way! 
But when I mounted Heartbreak Hill 
The sunrise touched the sea, 
And then I saw that many a soul 

. Was climbing there with me 
And I knew I walked that weary road 
In a vast company! 

A second thing I have learned about life, as I have observed 
my own life and many others, is how quickly life situations change. 
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Your own life situation could change dramatically before you even 
finish reading this book. One day a plumber was trying to unplug 
a basement floor drain at our parsonage. He tried and tried with no 
success, and then, after confessing that he could not solve the 
problem, and while busying himself putting away his tools, he 
suddenly said: “I am going to try one more time.” He did try once 
more, and he was successful. With a big smile he turned to me and 
said: “I would like to have a dollar for every time in my working 
career that I have solved a problem in the last desperate effort after 
I had already given up!” 

Hasn't that been true of you? At times when you saw nothing 
but defeat ahead of you, it was your last effort that paid off. Remem- 
ber? You might very well be a person feeling somewhat depressed 
and blue about your love life, or your employment, or unemploy- 
ment, or your health, or any number of things, and yet, before 
another year rolls around, you are going to have some beautiful 
good fortune. How do I dare say that about you when I probably 
never have met you? I can say it because I am so sure of it! Every 
single person has a certain amount of good fortune along with bad 
fortune, and it would be stupid of anyone to think that there were 
not some wonderful blessings soon to come your way. Again and 
again it has proved true in my own life, and again and again it has 
proved true in the life of the thousands of people with whom I have 
worked. This is why I always counsel people with marriage prob- 
lems, or with scholastic problems, or with disciplinary problems, 
to wait one more day or one more week or one more year before 
giving up. I am telling you to wait for the sun to break through the 
clouds. It always has, hasn't it? 

Since no one ever lives on this earth in a little bit of heaven 
without a little bit of hell close by, and since life is a very change- 
able thing that has put you in hell one day and in heaven the next, 
what should be your attitude and outlook as a Christian? I think 
there are three things that you ought to keep in mind, and the first 
one is this: Don’t demand the impossible from life. Keep your life 
simple. Don't try to be all things to all people. Learn to accept the 
limitations that go with each stage of life. 

In my travels around the world, I have observed that every 
position and station in life has its satisfactions and its rewards, has 
its burdens and its deprivations, and has its duties and its respon- 
sibilities. Our unhappiness often begins when we try to take from 
life more than life can afford to give us. I thought of that the summer 
I found myself envying the guide we employed up in the Queen 
Charlotte Islands. The islands are so beautiful, the fish and wild 
game are so plentiful, and it was so easy for that guide to maintain 
himself, his wife and two children in a tiny community where 
there was no place to go and no one to dress up for, and no high 
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taxes to pay. I had no more than thought that, than I thought: “Dear 
God, forgive me! I no more want to trade places with this man than 
I want to commit suicide.” 

You see, what I really wanted were all the rewards that go with 
my work as the minister of a large church, and any unhappiness or 
envy I feel is my wanting all of that, plus the rewards life gives to 
other positions and other stations in life. Hasn't this sometimes 
been true of you and your station in life? There is so much unhappi- 
ness in life because of the tensions, the heartbreaks, the disappoint- 
ments that come when, for example, single, unmarried persons try 
to keep the freedom of their singleness while at the same time 
possessing for themselves some of the advantages and blessings 
of the married state. There are tremendous satisfactions that go 
with being single and unmarried, and there are also great satisfac- 
tions and happiness that go with being married, but any person 
who tries to take both from life is bound, sooner or later, to ex- 
change his little bit of heaven for a little bit of hell. 

You understand what I am saying, don’t you? You see how all 
of this applies to your situation. Just remember that you are rich 
in proportion to the number of things you can afford to leave alone. 
Happiness is not so much what you take from life as it is what you 
learn to accept from life. Whatever your position in life, you must 
learn to be satisfied with the rewards of that position, or you must 
move heaven and earth to change that position. If you are feeling 
sorry for yourself because there is so much that is needed to make 
your life as ideal as you would like it to be, ask yourself if the 
problem isn’t one of your expecting more of life than your partic- 
ular situation in life ever can give you. Is it possible that your hell 
could be turned into something more heavenly if only you could 
be satisfied with less? Remember: It is true that a person is rich in 
proportion to the number of things he or she can afford to leave 
alone. 

There is a second thing to keep in mind when your life is less 
than ideal, and that is the way your attitude toward life can do 
much to change it. Because life has a way of changing dramatically 
from one day to the next, you must keep something of the spirit 
that Jesus wanted his disciples to have. In the latter months of his 
life, Jesus so often told his disciples something that is vitally im- 
portant. He said: “Be alert, be wakeful. You do not know when the 
big moment comes. You are like a servant who does not know when 
his master is coming home, so keep awake. If he comes suddenly, 
he must not find you asleep. And what I say to you, I say to every- 
one; keep awake.” (Mark 13:34ff) 

Ask yourself if you fully realize how much success there is in 
the world. Of course, the world has millions of sad and disappointed 
misfits, people who, when opportunity knocked, were always out in 
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back taking out the garbage, but there are hundreds of millions of 
people who have made it, have reached a status in life where the 
rewards are commensurate with the responsibilities they have as- 
sumed, the risks they have taken, and the sacrifices they have 
made. You personally know many of such people, don't you? 

One of the biggest landowners in a town not far from where I 
live is the town garbage collector! He started from nothing. He 
collected garbage. He fed it to pigs. He sold the pigs at a profit and 
bought more pigs, and on and on and on until today that man owns 
more than a million dollars’ worth of land. But he still drives the 
garbage truck, and he drives it with a “can do” spirit. When he had 
a chance to grab a little bit of heaven out of what most people would 
have called a hell of a job, he was awake and ready. He turned his 
hell into a heaven. 

Keep in mind that, as a Christian, as a person who believes in 
the ultimate reality of divine spirit, it is your conviction, it is your 
faith, that the final explanation of all your problems, the explana- 
tion of all your difficulties, the explanation of why life is some- 
times for you less than ideal, is the fact that life is a state of con- 
sciousness. That has to be the beginning and end of all religious 
thinking. You are, you have, and you do in accordance with your 
consciousness. It is all in the way you look at things, and recognize 
things, and accept or reject things. Your hunger for food may be hell 
for you, but it is heaven for the people in the food business. Your 
bad teeth may be hell for you, but they support your dentist, feed 
and clothe him and his family, educate his children, and help to 
support his church. Amazing, isn't it? The kind of work you are 
doing —whether you are in work that you love, or whether you are 
doing drudgery that you hate —is the expression of your conscious- 
ness at that particular point. The kind of people you meet, the 
people you attract into your life, are the expression of your con- 
sciousness about your fellow men and women. Remember this! 
There is nothing about your life that can change for the better until 
the state of your consciousness changes. Your heaven and your hell 
begin with you, and they continue with what you do to bring God 
into your life or to reject him. 

This is why I close this chapter with this third observation. 
The Christian religion has been its most attractive to people of all 
races when it has put its greatest emphasis on gratitude. You study 
the life of Jesus, and you will realize that he lived close to God 
because he lived in a state of constant gratitude. He did not even 
begin to have one-tenth of the comforts of life that you and I have, 
but because he was grateful for what he did have, his soul was at 
peace. There may be many things about your present station in life 
that are less than ideal, just as I know there are things in my life 
that are a bit unpleasant, but each one of us does have blessings to 


53 


count. The more you count what you do have, the more you can 
afford to do without those things you do not have. 

When a diver wants to go down to the bottom of the sea, he 
puts on heavy lead shoes. When he wants to rise to the top, he can 
either climb up, be pulled up, or kick off the lead shoes and float up. 
Our ingratitude and our envy of what others have that we do not 
have, are the lead shoes that pull us down into the depths of despair. 
But our thoughts of gratitude and our words of thanksgiving are the 
forces that can raise us to the top again. Think for a moment of the 
past forty-eight hours of your life. In the past two days, have you 
been guilty of pouring out a story of sadness, deprivation, ill health, 
and self-pity to the people around you? Have you at any time during 
the past forty-eight hours been wearing your lead shoes, weighted 
down with negative thoughts? If so, you need to make this very 
moment a time of wonderful new determination to forget yourself, 
and to rise up to a new attitude toward life by getting rid of your 
ingratitude, and by telling the next people with whom you speak 
this very day how fortunate and blessed you are. Tomorrow can be a 
better day for you just by your being grateful. Whatever hell you 
have known in your past can become a bit of heaven, when you pray 
with each breath you take: “Thank you God! Thank you! Thank 
you! Thank you!” 


CHAPTER 11 
“How To Save An Unhappy Home” 


No matter how hard you try, there will be days of tension in 
your home. No matter how hard you try, there will be days of 
tension in the place where you work. No matter how hard you try, 
there will be days when the tension will turn to despair and you will 
be at your wit’s end! There will be days when you would love to 
wave a magic wand over unhappy situations, changing them in a 
way advantageous to all. Since there are no magic wands, what is 
to be done? 

One morning at the breakfast table, my son read two quota- 
tions from Mark Twain: “To eat is human; to digest is divine,” and 
pers finer made idiots; that was for practice. Then he made school 
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Isn't it amazing how quickly a happy home or a happy office or 
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fight started over the most insignificant thing!” If you think about 
your most unhappy moments, you think of moments of despair 
when you have lost loved ones; but you also think of those times 
when you were at your wit’s end as to how to tolerate your loved 
ones! If you think of the people who, in a lifetime, have hurt you the 
most, you usually find yourself thinking about someone who, in a 
blind act of stubbornness, took some ego- defensive position and 
refused to change it no matter how much it hurt you. Right? When 
you speak of being at your wit's end, you are choosing the words 
wisely, because I am sure that there are times when the unreason- 
able stubbornness of others does drive you to the point of mental 
exhaustion and fatigue. The most difficult thing you and I must do 
every day of our lives is to get along agreeably with other people. 

There is a story about a little boy who greeted his visiting aunt 
with these words: “I’m sure glad you could come to visit us, Auntie 
Ruth. Now maybe Daddy will do that trick he talked about.” The 
aunt kissed the little boy and said: “What is the trick, dear?” “Well,” 
replied the boy, “he said if you came to visit us, he would climb the 
walls.” Have you not at some time or other been ready to climb 
walls, driven to it by the unalterable, unbending, unreasoning, 
stubborn conduct of a loved one? Of course you have! 

Once I had a delightful time discussing the state of the world 
with a brilliant young college student. He was so idealistic, and his 
criticisms of our society were so astute and so justified. Even 
though some of his liberal views on international affairs and 
domestic policies were far too much to the left to suit me, I could 
not help but admire him for taking the positions that he did, andI 
found myself nostalgically thinking of my own college years. I was 
particularly interested and somewhat concerned about his ultra- 
liberal views on religion. He must have spoken for at least half an 
hour on the subject of the basic similarities of religions, defending 
the reasoning of the American college students who have taken up 
the practice of Hinduism, Buddhism and other exotic, oriental reli- 
gions. He said: “After all, what's the difference? All religions serve 
the same basic purpose, and the main thing is to keep the peace. 
Im a pacifist, and I know that religion is not meant to stir up strife 
the way the Christian religion does. Just remember the terrible 
Crusades!” 

In reply to that, I asked him if he remembered that during the 
past several years the Hindus and Moslems had managed to kill off 
about twenty million of each other in the awful religious rioting in 
Pakistan and India, and that number is five times greater than the 
estimated deaths caused by the Crusades. I smiled as I told him 
that, for with all of the lack of facts in his reasoning, I knew that 
basically he was right. Of course, religion is not meant to separate 
people, and of course, religion is not meant to be a source of strife, 
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I closed the conversation by telling him that I usually counsel 
families all broken up over a mixed marriage to make the best of it. 
I said: “Tomorrow I am trying to bring some peace intoa family that 
is fighting over the marriage of a daughter toa Christian Scientist. 
After all, Christian Scientists are fine poeple, and with all the 
things in their religion that may seem strange to you, there is much 
good too. Far better that their daughter marry a good Christian 
Scientist than that she marry a bad Congregationalist, Baptist, 
Methodist, or what have you!” 

Well, when I said that, my liberal young college friend began to 
bristle! He snapped: “I would rather see any daughter of mine dead 
than married to a Christian Scientist!” 

“Wait a minute,” I replied, “Didn't you just say that religion is 
not meant to stir up strife, and didn’t you just say that all religions 
are basically the same? Where are your liberal views now?” 

“After all,” he said, “I am human. And there are some places 
where I draw the line, and I draw it right there. Never, never, never, 
would I accept a Christian Scientist into my family!” 

Yes, that boy is human! And therein lies the tale! We are all 
human, and we all have some place where we draw the line, and 
shut up our egos in some high tower of self-righteousness and pride 
from which we refuse to budge. Think of your own situation. All of 
our religion, all of our philosophy, all of our reason, all of our ethics 
do not stop us from hurting our loved ones, saddening our homes, 
and ruining our own mental health. Think of the people you know 
who have high blood pressure, and ulcers, and heart trouble be- 
cause of the human element, because of the line over which they 
never, never, never step. 

Our kind of religion has a rule which provides for situations 
where the human element begins to take over and our family be- 
gins to get hurt. In this chapter I am presenting three suggestions 
as to how best this rule can be made to apply to your own personal 
human problems. What is the mule? Actually, it is the same rule the 
captain of a boat, or the captain of a plane has to use when he knows 
he is right but to be right means he knows he is dead—dead right! 

On an airplane flight from Brazil to Miami I was seated next 
to a senior pilot of Pan American Airways. All the way from Belem 
on the Amazon to Miami, I kept up a constant stream of questions 
to him about aviation, and I learned a great deal. Just before landing 
at Miami, our plane took a sudden turn out of the gradual landing 
pattern and shot up into the air and away. The Captain of the plane 
explained that another plane had cut in ahead of him and had taken 
over the right of way. My seat companion laughed and said: “There 
are times when a plane captain has to break all the ground rules, 
and even though he is ordered to keep on a certain glide path or 
holding pattern, he has another order that takes precedence, and 
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that is to do whatever has to be done to protect his passengers.” 

One year, when we were sailing on the American yacht, Yankee, 
I watched Captain Irving Johnson break a navigation regulation in 
order to avoid a collision that could have wrecked the Yankee, 
probably taking our lives and the lives of the passengers on the 
other boat. The Yankee was in the right, but had Captain Johnson 
insisted on that right, he would have been dead right! The number 
one rule that takes precedence over all other rules is the safety of 
the ship and its passengers. 

Do you see how this applies to you? You may know in any 
particular family situation that you are right! You may know that 
for you to give in on some issue of family disagreement would be a 
breach of faith with your own self, your ego, and everything you 
have believed about something. You may be absolutely convinced 
that somebody else in the family could not be more wrong. What 
then is the rule to guide you? It is this: God is love; do what has to 
be done to keep love in the family. God is peace; do what has to be 
done to keep peace in the family. 

In his book Making Religion Real Dr. Nels Ferre tells of a time 
when he became very angry with his family over a difference of 
opinion, and after a bitter scene he stamped outof the room saying 
to his wife and children: “I wish that I had a family that was at least 
intelligent.” Then follows this paragraph: “In the small hours of 
that night, when I woke up to pray, my first words were ‘Father, 
forgive me for being angry with my son, and help me never again to 
say harsh words to any member of my family, for thy sake, for thy 
sake!’ (and he continues) Out of the stillness of the night came the 
clear rebuke. ‘Not for my sake, my son, I don’t need it; but for their 
sake. For a long time I lay crushed. How easy it is to say ‘for God's 
sake’ and not relate it completely to members of the family. ... The 
mind becomes free when it is loaded to the full with concern, not 
with abstract claims or high professions or prayers, but with simple 
passion and open, outgoing care for those about us.” (pages 27-28) 

All of this you know. In your best moments you know that 
there is nothing in this life more important to you than the happi- 
ness of your loved ones—more important than all of your pride, 
more important than all of your stubborn self-righteousness. But 
how are you to put into practice this basic rule for your conduct? 
How do you put love of family happiness ahead of personal pride 
and ego-defense? No one has all the answers, but here are three 
helpful suggestions. 

In the first place, you must bear in mind that no situation, how- 
ever clear it seems to you, ever is a sharp delineation in black and 
white. In color, television takes on an entirely new dimension, 
because viewers are able to see so much more in a picture that has 
various shades of color. Even when one does not care for some 
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particular television show, if it is in color, one may enjoy looking 
at the background scenery. mis 

When you look at a real-life situation, you must keep in mind 
that there is no condition, no problem, no concern, no tragedy that 
is all in simple black and white. If you could learn to appreciate all 
the various elements in the background of particular situations, it 
would be easier for you to put the happiness and well-being of your 
loved ones before everything else. 

Once a father came to me complaining about his son taking 
part in some kind of anti-pollution demonstration during some 
particular school vacation. The father was furious, his wife was 
unhappy, but his son was participating in the demonstration just 
the same. I could see that the father had drawn a sharp line between 
what he thought was right, and what he thought was wrong, with- 
out seeing all the background, and without appreciating many 
other subtle factors in the situation. If the boy's father could have 
seen all the picture, he would have seen thousands of college stu- 
dents drinking and carousing sexually in riotous living on the 
beaches of Florida and Bermuda during that very same school vaca- 
tion. His son wasn’t doing that! The father could have seen hundreds 
of thousands of students crowding our college campuses who are 
not there for any serious concern about the world, students for 
whom the pollution problem. means absolutely nothing. His son 
was not one of those students. All the father saw was just what was 
bad, giving no credit for what was good, and therefore he simply 
could not live by the rule of love. 

A second suggestion for making it easier for you to live by the 
basic rule of love, putting the happiness of other people above your 
own happiness, is to keep reminding yourself what it is you want 
most in life. It is something like learning to take a picture with a 
camera. A good photographer knows exactly what he wants in the 
picture, and then he focuses his camera accordingly. When family 
trouble comes over a difference of opinion, and when you find your- 
self sailing on a collision course, knowing that you are right and 
that the others are wrong, if you want to avoid heartbreaking dis- 
aster, you must get the entire picture into focus, and not just a little 
bit of the picture. What is it you want the more—to be right, to be 
able to make everyone else jump to the crack of your whip, or do 
you want a happy family? When you cannot have yourown way, do 
you prefer to fight it out with tears and scars, or do you want under- 
standing and forgiveness and good will, and do you want open, 
friendly channels of communication? Getting things into focus 
helps you in the end to get a good picture. 

There is yet a third suggestion, and it is this: You must learn 
to discard, to throw away those things in life that are not really 
important. To speak of this is to speak of all those families where 
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there have been some awful arguments over some little thing like a 
haircut, or the length of a skirt, or the volume of a record player. It 
also is to think of the unhappiness that has come into homes where 
parents, who may themselves not be very religious, and who can 
take their religion or leave it alone, go into a perfect tailspin of 
angry dejection when a son or daughter marries out of the faith. If 
in your family there never has been anyone to marry outside the 
family faith, just wait a bit. It is bound to happen some day, and 
when it does, you must be ready to meet it. 

In New England I have a very large radio congregation each 
Sunday morning. One winter day, I received a phone call from one 
of that congregation. A man told me that his twenty-three-year-old 
daughter was going skiing for the weekend with her boy friend, and 
that he had told her, if she did that, she was never to set foot in his 
house again. He wanted me to tell him that he was right! I don’t 
often lose my patience with anyone asking for my help, but I lost 
my patience then. I said: “Sir, you are threatening to disown a child, 
and break the heart of your wife, and hurt your own self as well as 
the girl. Is that what you want most out of life? How important is 
that to you, anyway? I haven't time to talk to you longer, because 
right now I am due at a home where I am to comfort a mother and 
father whose beautiful sixteen-year-old girl dropped dead of a rup- 
tured blood vessel yesterday!” 

I felt very sorry for that man, and it disturbed me that his 
daughter would act so stubbornly, but the thought of the father’s 
disowning his daughter angered me. When you and I look back on 
life, and when we think of some of the family scenes we would give 
anything to forget, don’t we see some rather unimportant and in- 
significant things? They may have seemed so important to us at the 
time, but how important were they in the eyes of God? Life is so 
brief! Your years together with your loved ones are so few! How can 
you afford to magnify, above everything else, some particular inci- 
dent or situation that in this universe of space, and in this calendar 
of eternity are so insignificant. 

If you are fortunate enough to have a book of poems written by 
Grace Noll Crowell, you probably have been comforted by these 
lines: 

I will lay hold upon enduring things. 

I am wearied with the din and noise and fret. 
About me close, distracting, meager things 
Grapple my soul—Lord, help me to forget 
The clamor of it. Grant me peace that stills, 
Deep peace of quietness, and hope that cheers. 
I will lift my eyes to Thy strength-giving hills, 
Steeped in the light of far eternal years. 

They are such paltry things I've bartered for, 
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Iam soul sick with the weariness it brings. 
Now—with high-lifted face I turn me, for 
I will lay hold upon enduring things. 

There is the rule: God is love. Do what has to be done to keep 
love in the family. How do you obey this rule? Keep in mind these 
three suggestions: 

Try to see the whole picture, all the color of it, all the back- 
ground of it, instead of seeing everything clear-cut in black and 
white. 

Get the picture in focus by reminding yourself what it is you 
want most out of life —to be right, dead right? Or to have happiness 
and love and peace? 

Finally, learn which things are important, and discard the 
rest —“the paltry thing you have bartered for.” 


CHAPTER 12 
“Fast and Feast” 


One of my doctor friends told me that one-half of his patients 
needed to fast, and the other half of his patients needed to feast. 
People either eat too much and need to cut back on their calorie 
intake, or they do not eat enough, and need to increase their calorie 
intake. So much of life is a matter of fasting or feasting, and all of us 
do some of both ina lifetime. From the earliest years of its existence, 
Christianity has had a place in it for fasting. Some are of the opinion 
that the custom of fasting grew out of the biblical account of Jesus 
fasting in the wilderness for forty days before he took up his 
ministry. That may be the reason why we have, before Easter, a 
forty-day period known as Lent, but that cannot account for the 
custom of fasting. Most of the religions of the world have a place in 
them for fasting, and at the time Jesus lived, the Jews of his day had 
a place for fasting in their religion, too. 

One of the interesting developments to come out of the 
ancient Christian custom of fasting during Lent is a very human 
one. While we may give up something it is perfectly all right during 
the same forty-day span to feast on something else. I learned that 
point many years ago when I lived in the land of Egypt. I was invited 
to go out into the desert to an old Coptic monastery for a leeks and 
lentil feast. You will recall that the Christian sect known as the 
Copts is the oldest of all Christian sects. Ninety percent of the 
Christians in the Middle East and in East Africa are Coptic Chris- 
tians. One of the most remarkable things about the Copts is the 
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way they have managed to survive the Arab conquests. Their reli- 
gious centers are usually monasteries, and it was to one of the most 
noted monasteries in Egypt that I was invited. 

What a fascinating experience that was. The monks explained 
that because it was Lent they could serve no meat, but that they 
would make up for that by serving their favorite food in quantity — 
lentil soup with leeks and all the hot native bread we could eat. 
Those monks were fasting and feasting at the same time. 

The followers of the Prophet Mohammed do the same thing 
during their annual month of fasting called Ramadan. During the 
month of Ramadan no good follower of the Prophet is supposed to 
swallow one single thing (between sunrise and sunset), not even 
his own saliva. Babies, the sick, the very aged, and soldiers fighting 
in the desert are excused from this extreme bit of fasting, but the 
other Muslims try to obey it. Once the cannons fire to mark the 
official time of sunset, the feasting begins, and what feasting it is. 
All night long the people have one big party with the eating of 
special delicacies and much dancing. 

Since most of us eat too much, fasting is a good practical exer- 
cise providing both physiological and psychological benefits. How- 
ever, fasting can apply to many things other than food, and whether 
or not you personally need to cut back on your calorie intake, there 
probably are some other areas of your life where a bit of fasting 
would be helpful. For example, how about your resolving to fast 
from criticism, from your all too frequent complaining about the 
way other people do things. Of course, there are times when it 
would be wrong for you to keep silent when you see other persons 
doing things in a manner dangerous to themselves and to others, 
but for the most part, you and everybody else can become more 
Christlike by refraining from undue criticism. 

Let's admit it! All of us do far more criticizing of others than we 
should. Why? If you will analyze your critical nature carefully, you 
probably will discover that the chief reason for your having a 
critical tongue is a reason that you do not fully understand and 
one that you hate to admit, and that is your hunger for ego support. 
Think of how often you have made yourself seem better by making 
someone else feel worse. You get a subtle, and sometimes even a 
subconscious, feeling of superiority and strength when you verb- 
ally put others down. The most critical people are almost without 
exception people who, in their own personal lives, have achieved 
little. In other words, on those miserable days when you have felt 
very little and insignificant you have found yourself comforted by 
making other people seem even littler than you felt at the moment. 
Really big people are much less tempted to criticize others. 

Think for a moment of some of the most unpleasant days you 
ever have known in your house. Weren't those days when you 
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found yourself criticizing others? Haven't you had to suffer through 
some very unpleasant hours which made you say to yourself: “Oh 
my soul! Why did I open my mouth to criticize? I have just made 
matters worse, not better.” Remember how many times you have 
wished that you had kept silent instead of criticizing the conduct 
of someone you loved? Criticizing other people is a self-destructive 
act, no matter how much it may appear to give one ego support, and 
no matter how much it relieves ear es and tempers at the 
moment. Nagging, complaining people end up hurting themselves 
more than others, because they fill their minds with the acids of 
negativism. When you are in a negative frame of mind, you are 
shutting off the inflow of the positive power and peace of God. 

If you are willing to admit that you have been too critical too 
often, the chances are that you will find considerable comfort by 
fasting from the criticism of others and feasting on the praise of 
others. It is very easy to shift from fasting to feasting, and a feast of 
praise can do a great deal to make amends for the hurt you have 
caused others and yourself by criticizing. You know how much we 
all like to be appreciated, and even though you may be reluctant to 
admit it and may on occasion even deny it, the honest truth is that, 
as in the case of everyone else, you like to be thanked and you like 
to be praised. It isn’t that you want to make yourself out to be a hero 
or heroine, and it isn’t that you want to think of yourself as superior 
to others, but it is because you like to know that there is someone 
who cares. No matter who you are or what your circumstances, life 
is something of a struggle for you, demanding your effort, demand- 
ing your sacrifice, and often demanding your courage. For you to 
know that there are others who appreciate the way you try to do 
your best is most gratifying. There isn’t a living soul who does not 
need to have some occasional praise, but there are probably millions 
of people who never get it—not because there are not times when 
they deserve it, but because there is no one around them thoughtful 
enough or caring enough to give it. This is where you can make a 
big contribution to the happiness of other people. Just as you like 
to be appreciated, so do all the others with whom you come in 
contact. 

Praise is a tonic for those who receive it, and it is a wonderful 
source of satisfaction and peace to those who give it. Think how 
many more happy memories you would have if some of the critical 
remarks you made in your past had instead been words of praise! 
I do not know if anyone has ever worked out a scheme for measur- 
ing the stimulating power that comes to people who are quick to 
thank others and to congratulate others and to praise others, but 
I did read about Dr. Henry H. Goddard of the Vineland Training 
School in New Jersey who used the ergograph, an instrument de- 
vised to measure fatigue. When one of his assistants said to a tired 
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child at the instrument, “You are doing fine, John. Keep up the good 
work.”, the boy's energy-curve soared. Discouragement and criti- 
cism were found to have a measurable opposite effect. This would 
seem to indicate that any praise you are able to give to others is 
almost certain to be more constructive and more helpful than your 
critical remarks. 

At some point in his early life, Benjamin Franklin resolved that 
he would never again speak aloud a negative thought about another 
person, and that he would spend the rest of his days speaking all of 
the good he knew of everybody. Is it any wonder he enjoyed life so 
much, and is it any wonder that in spite of his sometimes question- 
able morality, he still today is remembered with affection and 
admiration by all knowledgeable Americans? Is it any wonder that 
one of his biographers said of him: “He feasted joyfully on his praise 
of other people.”? 

It sounds like such simple advice, but how about your resolv- 
ing to fast from all criticism of others for one entire day? How about 
your resolving to think only in terms of praise, spending one entire 
day thinking of the praiseworthy things that you have seen in the 
lives of the people around you? Do you think you can do that, or are 
you at this very moment thinking critically of my suggestion? 

If you are like me, you have had much experience fasting from 
food, but have you ever tried fasting from fear? You andI both know 
what fear does to us. As much as I would hate to gain twenty pounds 
of weight, I think I could live with an extra twenty pounds longer 
and easier than I could with one or two of the worries that keep 
trying to worm their way into my mind. You know what I am talk- 
ing about, don’t you? Wouldn't it be wonderful, and wouldn't it be 
gratifying if you could get rid of that fear that has been gnawing 
away at your peace of mind for the last several months or years? 

Assuming that you are a normal human being, there are two 
kinds of fears which have a way of plaguing you with headaches, 
nervous tension, sleepless nights, and ill temper. The first kind 
is one from which you really need to fast, and that is the fear you 
have had for years and one that never gives you reason to know it is 
justified. You know the kind of fear I mean—fear that you will fail, 
even though you keep right on succeeding: fear of your.own inade- 
quacies, even though you manage year after year to be adequate to 
life’s demands upon you; and perhaps your fear of crowds or your 
fear of heights or your fear of something else that never has actually 
hurt you. Fears like these are twice as bad in their effects upon your 
happiness as the actual things you fear. Those are the fears from 
which you should fast in the spirit of this little verse: 

Then take your fear by the ear, 
And say, “See here, if the thing I fear 
Were already here, 
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It could not cause a tear so scalding, nor could it sear 
My soul as much as you, the fear, so now and forever, 
out of here!” 

The other kind of fear from which you should fast is the agoniz- 
ing fact, the awful truth, the certain condition or situation that is 
very real and very unavoidable, and inescapable. There is no point 
in trying to kid yourself about reality, but how do you fast from 
reality? It would be very Pollyannish of me to suggest that you could 
have a total fast from some real desperate situation, but on the 
other hand, you do have to go on living, and fear itself is very 
killing. To fast from a genuine fear, means to accept the fact and 
to live with it as graciously as possible. If the cause of some real fear 
is something over which you have no control, then there is nothing 
for you to do but to do your best to put it out of your mind. In other 
words, if you must die next week, then at least try to have a good 
time this week. Does that shock you? You know what I am saying 
is the truth. You and everyone you know have had to deal with fears 
that have taken so much of the joy out of living. You know in your 
heart that there are things you dread that you have never told 
another living soul. If you cannot do anything about those fears, 
then how about fasting from them! 

Fast from your fears and feast on faith! Have you ever thought 
about the fact that most of our fears are nothing more than a form 
of atheism? Fear says: “God doesn't care!” Faith says: “God does care, 
and he and I will work it out together.” Worry and frustration say: 
“I cannot trust God to handle this problem so I will just have to 
take things into my own hands.”, but faith says: “God helps those 
who help themselves, and together God and I can and will find the 
capacity to meet this problem and overcome it.” 

The chances are that I do not know you personally, but there 
is one thing of which I am convinced: You have more faith than you 
realize. You probably would not be reading this book if you were 
not a person of faith. You would not be the generous, kindly person 
you are if you were not a person of faith. However, no matter how 
much faith you have, a feast of faith would be beneficial. Even 
people who eat well every day sometimes feast, and there are times 
when the most faithful people deserve the pleasure of a feast of 
faith. Hortense Flexner understood this idea, and she put it into 
verse: 

If on this night of still white cold 

I can remember May, 

New green of tree and underbrush 

A hillside orchard’s mounting flush 

The scent of Earth and morn’s blue hush 
A robin’s jaunty way; 

If on the night of bitter frost 
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I know such things can be, 

That lovely May is true, ah, well 
I shall believe the tales men tell 
Wonders of bliss and asphodel 
And immortality. 

No matter what your anxiety of the moment, there is one thing 
that will help you to feast on faith, and that is the fact that you were 
inwardly fashioned for faith and not for fear. Just remember that 
fear is not your native land, but faith is. You were so created that 
worry and anxiety and fear are grains of sand in the machinery of 
everyday living, but faith is the oil for the machine. You just 
ore live better by faith and trust, than you do by fear and 

oubt. 

There is a third thing from which every single person needs to 
fast, and that is selfishness. As much as you may hate to admit it, 
in your own individual way you probably are more selfish than you 
would like to think. Have you ever thought of selfishness as the 
root of all sin? It is, you know. Jesus said that we belong to God, that 
all we have comes from God, and that we sin whenever we think in 
terms of Me first, my loved ones second, and God third. There is so 
much truth in that. Think of the last argument you had with some- 
one you loved. Wasn't there an element of selfishness in that argu- 
ment? Think of some of the times you have been heartsick because 
of the opportunities you missed to be really unselfish. 

One theme we find all through the teachings of Jesus is that of 
giving of one’s self. Think of how much taking you do in a lifetime. 
You take the sunshine and the moonlight. You take food and water, 
friendship and love, bird songs and sunsets. Oh yes, life gives all 
of us so much, and every good instinct in us cries out for us to give 
to life. 

If you are not as happy with your life as you would like to be, 
why don’t you audit the books of your life and see if things have 
gotten a bit out of balance. Life can be so much more lovely, more 
gracious, more warm and friendly when it is not out of balance and 
lopsided. Ask yourself if you are giving as much to life as life is 
giving to you. Of this you can be certain: God always helps those 
who fast from selfishness and feast on generosity. One of the 
profoundest truths of life is this: When you help others up a steep 
hill you get nearer the top yourself. 
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CHAPTER 13 
“Corresponding With The Invisible” 


Isn't it fun to share favorite family stories? The chances are 
that you have heard Betty and me share many family stories on our 
Kitchen-Klatter radio broadcasts. Some time ago, I was told achild- 
hood story about a person who, as a small boy, always wanted to be 
in charge of things. No matter what the game, he had to be the one 
giving the orders. The story is that one day he and a little friend 
were playing church, and of course he had to be the minister. But 
his little friend objected. “You are always the boss,” he said. “This 
time I want to be the minister!” 

At this point, an eavesdropping mother interfered and told her 
son that the little friend was quite right. It was the friend's turn to 
be the minister. 

“All right,” answered the determined boy. “He can be the 
minister, but I'm going to be God!” 

Sometimes when I find myself writing or speaking about ways 
and means of keeping in touch with the things of the spirit, I 
wonder if anyone is under the impression that I think I am God! 
Terrible thought! I confess that once there was a small boy who 
thought I was God. He had dinner at our parsonage one Sunday 
when his mother was out of the city for the day. Both the boy and 
his grandfather dined with the Driftmiers, and we thoroughly 
enjoyed their company. The next morning when the mother was 
chatting with the little fellow about his Sunday experience, she 
asked him where he and his grandfather had had dinner, and the 
boy replied: “We ate at God’s house, and Mrs. God did the cooking!" 

I thought of that story one day when I was sick in bed with the 
flu. During that sickness I spent much time listening to religious 
broadcasts of one kind or another, and I couldn't believe my ears at 
some of the things I heard. For example, there was this announce- 
ment: “If you want to get in touch with the Throne of Grace, just 
call 503-7722. Brother Jones will take you to the feet of God.” 
Incidentally, before the broadcast was over, I learned that Brother 
Jones expected to be given $10.00 for taking anyone to God's feet! 
A good part of his broadcast was made up of testimonies given by 
people who told of their sending Brother Jones every spare $10.00 
they had. 

From the title of this particular chapter, one might think that 
I presume to have some special contacts with spiritual powers. 
Actually, what I am writing about is what Jesus said all of his 
followers would have: a sense of spiritual power. I do not know how 
much you know about the Holy Bible, but surely you know enough 
to appreciate that Jesus spoke of how people who love God and who 
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obey his teachings would have the spirit of God living in them 
to guide them and to teach them all that they needed to know. 
What I have to say in this chapter is not so much a product of my 
study of theology as it is the product of many years of observation, 
noticing how people like you and me are sustained, and at times 
even saved by an ability to live in contact with spiritual things. 

Before mentioning some specific ideas that will help you to 
cooperate with the spirit, I need to give you some background for 
this chapter. If you have read my letters to the Kitchen-Klatter 
magazine over a period of years, you are aware that Iam an admirer 
of the life and work of the great Dr. Albert Einstein. One of my most 
alee quotations from the work of that famous Jewish scientist 
is this: 

“To know that what is impenetrable to us really exists, mani- 
festing itself as the highest wisdom and the most radiant beauty, 
which our dull faculties can comprehend only in their most primi- 
tive forms—this knowledge, this feeling, is at the center of true 
religiousness. In this sense, and in this sense only, I belong to the 
ranks of devoutly religious men.” 

I think that you and I would be quick to confess that we do not 
understand or even begin to comprehend the invisible, nonmaterial 
influences which play upon our lives for good or ill, but like 
Professor Einstein, we do believe that what we do not understand 
does exist, that it manifests itself as highest wisdom and most 
radiant beauty. Furthermore, I am sure that I do not go wide of the 
mark when I suggest that you have as the basis of your personal 
religious belief a complete trust that, insofar as you are able to feel 
yourself in touch with the invisible spiritual power, you can utilize 
it in your struggle to live as a human being and to master your 
environment. Even though! do not know you, the very fact that you 
are reading this book suggests to me that you believe that there is 
a power that helps you to overcome great obstacles, helps you to 
keep your sanity in utterly insane conditions, and helps you to 
keep on struggling toward victory even in the face of a thousand 
defeats. 

You understand what I am saying, don’t you? No intelligent 
person has to work very hard to believe that there is a spiritual 
power that is the. life-force of the universe, that is the spirit of all 
creativity, and that is the universal energy that fills all space and is 
the body of the universe. You are a thinking person, reasonably 
intelligent, and I am sure that it is not difficult for you to observe 
that in all of life there seems to be a spiritual impulsion to bring 
order out of disorder, to bring perfection out of imperfection, to 
bring truth out of falsehood, and to bring beauty out of ugliness. 

This is easy for sensitive, religiously oriented people like you 
and me to believe MOST OF THE TIME. Whenever I am down in 
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Florida on a working vacation, it would be the easiest thing in the 
world for me to write about the way I feel in touch with the spirit of 
beauty, and the way I feel in tune with the splendid world of nature. 
But, to be perfectly honest with you, when J am in bed with the flu, 
my body burning with fever, my muscles and joints racked with 
pain, my lungs congested and my head pounding, it is not easy to 
believe that the holy spirit is present to comfort me. 

Haven't you noticed how much easier it is to believe in God 
and the power of his spirit when your religious impulses are 
nourished by good fortune than it is for you to believe in times of 
adversity? If you are like most people, you probably pray best when 
things go well with you and your family. It’s easy to go to church on 
a Sunday morning when you are well and fit and prosperous and 
successful, with lots of friends and few enemies. But what about all 
those other times? How do you believe when the world falls in on 
top of you? That is what this chapter is all about, and in it am going 
to suggest three things for your consideration, three things that I 
have personally found to be helpful to me, and also found to be true 
in the lives of others who manage to keep corresponding with the 
invisible at a time when the invisible world of the spirit seemed 
very far away indeed. 

First of all, you must will to believe. Right here you are going 
to be in disagreement with most of the radio faith healers and 
evangelists who put so much emphasis upon the emotional responses. 
The Christian life, like all other religious life, must be lived in the 
will. It is what you will to believe, not what you feel of sickness or 
pain or sorrow or pleasure, that makes all the difference. Never 
forget that your emotions are not the real you! 

Jesus once said: “If any person hears my voice, and opens the 
door, I will come in to him, and I will sup with him and he with me.” 
But you have to open that door from the inside. It is your decision, 
your act, that clears the way for the influence of the spirit on your 
life. God does not make you and me responsible for how we feel, but 
he does make us responsible for the way we will our lives to be. 
When you want to feel God’s power, and when you want to reach 
out and place your life in the hands of the spirit, you have to act on 
that desire. You must will it. As the old circus veteran, a trapeze 
artist, said to one of his young proteges, “Throw your heart over the 
bar and your body will follow.” 

When you are restless and unable to sleep, do you like the 
comforting and lulling sound of soft radio music? I do, and once 
when I was sick with the flu, it occurred to me that the entire bed- 
room was filled with music, all kinds of music. Radio waves of 
music were saturating my very body, and if I had a radio small 
enough to have swallowed it into my stomach, there from my 
stomach I could have heard music. How incredible! For at least 
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thirty or forty minutes I lay there feeling sorry for myself, wanting 
the music, when all I had to do to hear that music was to raise 
myself up on my right elbow, reach across to the bedside radio, and 
turn it on. But I felt too miserable even to make that little bit of 
effort. Only when Mrs. Driftmier entered the room some time later 
and asked if there were something she could do for me, did I think 
to ask her to turn on the radio and tune it to a station with good 
music. 

Here is the point—the music was available. It was there to 
comfort and soothe my restless feverish spirit, but the switch on 
that radio had to be turned. I knew the music was available, but 
suppose that I had not known it. Suppose I had been ignorant of the 
fact of radio waves. Still the situation would not have been changed. 
How anyone feels about the existence or nonexistence of the 
sounds of music and voices that are passing through our bodies 
every second of the day does not in any way affect their existence 
as portions of reality. In other words, what you feel about radio 
waves or what you think about them does not matter. They are 
there with you right now as you read this book. How they affect 
your life is decided wholly by what you will do with them. You can 
will to listen or you can will not to listen. The analogy is aclear one. 

You are now ready for the second step, and that is the simple 
one of trust. The bout I had with the flu reminded me of something 
I learned long ago in my own life and have had reaffirmed in the 
life and experience of so many people who have told me how they 
learned it too. When one is helpless to do anything about his or her 
personal condition, there is nothing one can do but trust. Trust 
what? Some would say trust luck, or others would say trust life, or 
others would say trust fate. But you and I would say trust God. In 
other words, there is a contact with God, with the spirit of life, that 
comes to you when you are utterly helpless. Indeed, there are those 
who say that one never can have a really profound and deep faith 
until one has experienced the trust born of tragic helplessness. 

I hope sometime you have occasion to read one or another of 
the several great books written by Dr. Fritz Kunkel. On page 131 of 
his book “How Character Develops” he wrote: “The way to real 
creativeness is through danger and suffering. Thus we see that each 
creative act must be preceded by a certain time of need, distress, or 
even despair. .. . Nor should anyone say, ‘I am clever enough to 
overcome all the difficulties of my crises. I can bring myself through 
their changes.’ Such statements reflect egocentric thinking. iw He 
who relies upon his small private consciousness must fail, for the 
source of creativity is not the individual but the We, or to state it 
another way, not the individual but God who manifests Himself 
in the We, of which the Self is a part...” niet 

Do you understand that? What Dr. Kunkel is saying is that the 
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spiritual power available to you in every time of need is often not 
contacted, not felt, not realized until you are driven to trust it by 
the power of helplessness. Perhaps I can explain this by saying that 
I think of the times I have been absolutely frightened out of my wits 
while a passenger in a plane, flying through a violent storm. As the 
plane begins to pitch and roll, I tighten my seat belt, brace my feet, 
grip the arms of my seat and hang on for dear life. With every diving 
plunge of the plane I strain against the pull of gravity, certain that 
the end is not far away. Then as the plane catapults upward and I 
feel myself pressed down hard into the seat cushion, Iam overcome 
with nausea. I loosen my collar. Perspiration breaks out on my face 
and hands and at last with a groan I give in to the dizziness and 
churning stomach. I no longer care whether I live or die. I just give 
up in utter, total misery, and when I do, all fear is gone. 

I never cease to be amazed at that.I don’t work it out rationally, 
and at no time does my mind actually think it through, but some- 
how I find myself knowing that that plane is going to make it just 
as hundreds of other planes caught in that bad weather are going 
to make it. When the journey is over and I can get out of the plane, 
only a few minutes and probably not more than an hour at the most 
behind schedule, I realize that in spite of the contrary winds, and in 
spite of the violent turbulence, and in spite of all my frightened 
reactions to it, there never was a time when things were not pro- 
ceeding as they were meant to proceed under those conditions. 

Have you ever thought of the fact that everything belongs to 
the person who wants nothing? When you have nothing, you begin 
to realize that in one sense of the word you have everything includ- 
ing life itself. I know this has to be so, because so many people have 
told me that! The world is filled with people who have learned that 
the fullest and most complete life comes out of the most completely 
empty life. It sounds paradoxical, but actually, none of us is really 
free to feel the power of life, the full power of God until we have 
learned what it means to be free of ourselves. And there is nothing 
that can more surely free us of ourselves than the experience of 
utter, total physical dejection and helplessness. 

One of the loveliest, most gracious ladies in my church entered 
the hospital some many months ago for surgery on one of her legs. 
That surgery led to other surgery, and after some weeks of succes- 
sive in-and-outs of the intensive care ward, led to the amputation 
of one leg. Seldom have I known anyone to have to stay in the 
hospital for so long a time, and while she was there, I visited her 
many times. Each visit I made, or each visit anyone else made to her 
bedside was one that brought inspiration to the visitor. 

Following the amputation of her leg she said to me: “You know, 
the greatest peace has come over me. I just said: ‘God, I leave it all 
to you. I trust you.’ "This is what I mean when! speak of the contact 
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with the spirit that will come to you out of your despair of helpless- 
ness. Once you will to believe that there is a power that cares, your 
very despondent condition forces you to trust. 

This is one of those religious paradoxes that is so hard to 
explain, but I think that Jessie Rose Gates came awfully close to 
explaining it in these lovely lines of verse: 

There is a peace which cometh after sorrow, 
A peace of hope surrendered, not fulfilled; 
A peace that looketh not upon the morrow 
But backward, on the storm already stilled. 
It is the peace in sacrifice secluded, 
The peace that is from inward conflict free; 
‘Tis not the peace which over Eden brooded 
But that which triumphed in Gethsemane. 
MRV 1456 

Finally, I want you to remember a third step toward the inti- 
mate touch of the power of the spirit. I mention it only briefly, 
because in your lifetime you have heard many sermons on this one 
point alone. I refer to the step of gratitude. When in your despair of 
physical anguish and helplessness you have reason to be grateful 
for the slightest attention, the slightest comfort, and you find 
yourself saying, “Thank you, God, oh thank God,” a contact is made 
with the very center of life itself. Once in a South Church Bible 
Class, one of the ladies was obviously a bit put out with me when 
she heard me reply to a certain question. I had been asked where 
one was most apt to experience God as a saving power. I replied: 
“One good place to find him is in hell!” Believe me that answer 
caused some consternation for awhile until I went on to explain 
what I meant, and I explained it with this story. 

During the war years when I was in Egypt, I had to have some 
surgery performed in a hospital far back of the front lines, but not 
so far but that it had its scares from air raids. I had just come out of 
surgery and was violently sick at my stomach. May I add right here, 
that people who have been in my presence when I am sick at my 
stomach know that I can be somewhat profane. Nausea is one thing 
that can make this preacher cuss, and on that day after that surgery 
I was cussing. I was so sick and in so much pain, and then all hell 
broke loose with an air raid. There was a screaming panic through 
the wards of the hospital as they tried to move the patients out. I 
was one considered too ill to move, and I remember that as the 
nurses left my room to try to move others, I blacked out for a 
moment. When I came to, I looked up into the face of a little 
missionary lady who stood there holding my hand and stroking 
my brow through all that terrifying hour. She had been going by the 
hospital when the raid began, and somehow or other ended up in 
my room there at my bedside. In those moments of hell, I felt closer 


fA 


to God than, up until that time, I had ever felt before. An angel held 
my hand! 
A poet once wrote: 
You wonder how I know 
And can be sure God was here below. 
It’s that I recall how often I have been 
Distressed, distraught, dismayed, 
And hands have reached to help, and voices called 
That kept me unafraid. 
I felt his touch in help that I have had. 
And God knows his touch made me glad. 
(Anonymous) 


CHAPTER 14 
“You Need Some Channel Markers” 


Experience is a wonderful teacher, and one of the nicest forms 
of experience is that of travel. How much a person can learn from 
travel, particularly travel in unfamiliar parts of the world. How well 
I remember the summer when Mrs. Driftmier and I crossed Sweden 
from east to west in a canal boat, and then went on to explore some 
fjords in western Norway. After that bit of exploration, we flew 
down to Holland where we joined Captain and Mrs. Irving Johnson 
on their beautiful ketch The Yankee. 

One of the most hazardous bits of navigational waters in the 
North Sea is the tide-ripped, sand-trapped, wave-tossed area around 
the Frisian Islands off the western coast of Germany and Holland. 
When taking my turn at the wheel, I picked up my binoculars and 
scanned the murky water looking for the channel markers. When I 
told the Captain that the markers did not look to be in the right 
places, he laughed and said: “This is not Nova Scotia nor Rhode 
Island. You are in European sailing waters now, and every marker 
is different from every other. Just keep one eye on the chart and one 
eye on the markers and hold her steady as she goes.” 

Tam sure that you can think of several factors that are making 
life stormy and dangerous today. You and everybody else are 
moving through treacherous currents of social and economic 
change, and every newspaper and every news broadcast adds to the 
anxiety and adds to the mental and spiritual confusion. It is dis- 
tressing to realize that an American has one chance in thirty-eight 
of falling victim to a violent crime. The reefs, the rocks, the shoals 
are all around us, and the crucial feature of our stormy and troubled 
passage through life is our need for a good chart, and our need for 
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some good channel markers —something to guide us safely to our 
longed-for destination. Whether you have realized it or not, you 
have a chart stored away in your mind, and that chart details some 
essential channel markers well known to you. 

Every Christian has a chart, just as does every Hindu or every 
Muslim. Your chart is your faith, a faith based on the centuries-old 
Jewish-Christian tradition. You live by a charted faith that is as 
familiar to you as the map of the state in which you live. You may 
not know all the details, but basically you know where the most 
important cities of your state are located. In the same way, you may 
not know all the details of your Christian chart, but you know there 
is a God, and that he is like the spirit of love in Jesus. You know that 
God cares for you, and that human history is in his keeping. You 
know that when you die there is yet another life for you to live. All 
of this is your faith, pure and simple. None of it can be proved, yet 
you live by it every day and every hour. Your chart, your faith, is a 
sentiment, a hope, and there are times when it is so much a part of 
you that you almost accept it as an instinct. Your chart is so real to 
you that it is just as if you were created with the chart already 
etched upon your heart. Whether this is so or not, the fact remains 
that your chart through life is your personal heritage. Each of us 
is born in union with humanity, with the world, and with God, and 
the faith you have in this union is as much a part of you as your 
breathing. It stays with you even though in moments of cynicism 
and despair you may try to deny it. 

I never have read a poem by Ella Wheeler Wilcox that I did not 
like. She wrote a very inspiring poem entitled Faith which empha- 
sizes exactly what I have written here. 

I will not doubt, though all my ships at sea 
Come drifting home with broken masts and sails; 
I shall believe the Hand which never fails, 

From seeming evil worketh good to me: 
And, though I weep because those sails are battered, 
Still will I cry, while my best hopes lie shattered, 
“I trust in Thee.” 

I will not doubt; well anchored in the faith, 
Like some stanch ship, my soul braves every gale, 
So strong its courage that it will not fail 

To breast the mighty, unknown sea of death. 
Oh, may I cry when body parts with spirit, 
“T do not doubt,” so listening worlds may hear it 
With my last breath. 

MRV 1244 

You have the chart. You believe in the good life. You know 
what it means to be decent and upright. You know what you want 
for yourself after death. You have the objective standard by which 
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both your moral failures and your moral successes can be judged. 
Why then do you sometimes find yourself so anxious and so worried 
about the journey you are taking through life? When you have a 
perfectly good chart that millions of people before you have used, 
a chart that most of the people you know are using right now, why 
is it that you are ever unsure of yourself, uncertain about the 
future, and depressed with your own prospects of happiness? You 
know why, don’t you? It is because in the dangerous waters where 
the channel you are following is narrow, you have great anxiety 
whenever you lose sight of the channel markers. If you have 
moments of panic, it is because you have taken your eyes off the 
basic truths that are meant to keep you moving safely through the 
channel of life in the way you are meant to move. 

Let me tell you a little story. One evening we sailed out of the 
old Zuider Zee, now called the Ijsselmeer, into that part of the 
North Sea, called the Wadden Zee, passing through the big lock 
and sea wall that shuts the salt water out of most of inland Holland. 
I was at the wheel carefully following channel markers, when, in a 
brief rain squall, I lost sight of the next marker. I did not want to 
admit it to Captain Johnson, but for a few minutes I desperately 
wanted to ask him to take over. How relieved I was when he came 
up on deck, scanned the mists with his binoculars and found what 
I could not see. The marker showed that I was only a few feet off 
course, and we were able to get back into the channel without 
accident. I had a good general idea of where I was supposed to be 
going, but oh how I did need to see that strange-looking marker 
with its flashing light. 

There are two good markers to keep you on course as you live 
through anxious times. The first one flashes a strong signal remind- 
ing you that we of the Christian world are committed to a belief 
in an objective moral order. Christians believe that good is good 
and that right is right, not because we say so, but because the 
universe, because God, says so. The old Greek philosopher Socrates 
first taught the objectivity of truth, and ever since, the majority of 
intelligent people have accepted the fact. We know that there are 
some things that are eternally right and some things that are 
eternally wrong, not because we say so, but because that is the very 
nature of life itself, the very nature of God. 

The first channel marker keeps flashing out to signal the fact 
that the sacredness of personality is not just an idea that some 
philosopher thought up, but is a truth intrinsic to the moral order 
that governs the universe. You are to treat all people with dignity 
because all people, whatever their race, or whatever their politics, 
are creatures of the divine spirit. That you should treat another 
person with courtesy and respect, and that that person should treat 
you with the same courtesy and respect is not a law of your state 
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nor is it a law of your city, nor is it alaw of your religious denomina- 
tion. It is a law of God! It is a law that is as much a part of the real 
world in which you live as is the law of gravity. 

If you want to live by the chart written upon your heart, you 
must be guided by this marker. If you fail to be guided by it, if you 
risk going on the wrong side of it, you are opening the door to the 
destruction of your personal happiness and the happiness of all the 
people with whom you have to deal. If you abide by this channel 
marker, your conduct will easily be distinguished from that of a 
member of the Communist party. No true Communist accepts any 
marker that speaks of objective moral value, or suggests that the 
universe and God have anything to do with what is right and wrong. 
If you miss this marker, you very quickly might find yourself 
caught in the Communist current leading you on a course which 
makes all ethical judgments mere counters in a propaganda game. 
The riptides of Communism deny the sacredness of the individual, 
and make personality subservient to the Communist party goal. 

Just listen to what Lenin, the father of Communism, had to say 
about this: “We repudiate all morality derived from non-human 
and non-class concepts. We say that it is a deception, a fraud in the 
interests of the landlords and capitalists. We say that our morality 
- is entirely subordinated to the interests of the class struggle of the 
proletariat. ... We do not believe in eternal morality.” (Quoted by 
R. N. Carew Hunt in The Theory and Practice of Communism — 
New York, Macmillan, 1950, p. 80) 

When you carefully chart your course by this marker of objec- 
tive morality, believing in a divine goodness greater than any 
personal judgments of yourself or any man or woman, you will gain 
great personal strength. Whenever you find yourself discouraged 
about the way things are going in the world, just remember that 
4s a Citizen of the Western World you are expected to hold on to 
the idea that the free society is on the side of ultimate and eternal 
truth. Every day of your life you need to be guided by the flashing 
beacon marker which tells you that right is right, and that no good 
motive can justify wrong actions. Guided by this marker, you will 
never be identified as a fellow traveler of the Communists. As you 
move through life, you look at this marker and remember that no 
righteous cause is so righteous that it can be pursued by unrighteous 
methods, When you are guided by this marker, you will not fall into 
the trap of Communist logic that would make it possible for you 
to do things that hurt other people even though it might be bene- 
ficial to you, to your family, or to your nation. 

If you are going to stay in the right channel, directed by your 
charted faith, you have to be guided by a second channel marker 
which flashes out a truth you must never forget. It tells you that 
behind all objective truth there is a living God who has created, and 
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who now sustains, a purposive universe. You may not always see 
the purpose of things, but the purpose is there, and the power 
behind it is divine personality. The Christian chart always has had 
a place for this marker, and it is one that persons of all faiths accept 
appreciatively. When you miss this marker, you really are in danger, 
for it is the very first marker that Communist propagandists seek 
to destroy when they deliberately try to drive freedom-loving 
people like you onto the rocks of anarchy and despair. 

There is much help for you when you are guided by this marker 
which speaks of a purposive universe ruled by a good God of love 
and truth, a divine personality who shares his divinity with his 
human creatures. It gives you courage to believe that you are not a 
product of accident alien to God's purposive love, but rather that 
you are deliberately placed on this beautiful planet to carry out a 
divine plan. You can walk a little more optimistically and a little 
more bravely when you believe that God has a purpose for your life, 
and when you believe that every day you live is for you an open 
door of opportunity for serving the divine will. 

There are times at sea when the most welcome sight in the 
world is a channel marker that the chart said should be there. 
Adverse winds and tides, driving rains and clouds of mist become 
almost friendly when you know where you are, and when you know 
the direction you are supposed to go. Life is much like that. Of 
course you have had your disappointing days, your blue days, your 
lonely days, and so have we all. Assuming that you are a perfectly 
normal person, it is correct to say that you have had days when you 
wondered what life held in store for you and what you were supposed 
to be doing about it. Those were the days when this second channel 
marker must have been a mighty welcome one. Just to know onthe 
darkest day that God loves you, and that he has a purpose for you, 
even if that purpose is nothing more than for you to be a gracious, 
grateful patient for some tired, overworked, frustrated and worried 
nurse in some nursing home or hospital! No matter who you are, or 
where you are, or what your condition in life, God has something 
he wants you to do. 

James Russell Lowell caught the spirit of this channel marker 
in these lines: 

This life were brutish did we not sometimes 

Have intimations clear of wider scope, 

Hints of occasion infinite, to keep 

The soul alert with noble discontent 

And onward yearnings of unstilled desire; 

Fruitless, except we now and then divined 

A mystery of Purpose, gleaming through 

The secular confusions of the world, 

Whose will we darkly accomplish, doing ours. 
(MRV 990) 
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One of the most comforting verses in the Bible is that one in 
the Book of Romans in which Paul says: “We know that in every- 
thing God works for good with those who love him and who are 
called according to his purpose.” You know that to be so! You know 
that things do go better for you when you feel that in some little 
way your life is useful, and that there is a purpose for your being 
here. Actually, a hard-working wife was very close to the truth 
when she said to her depressed husband: “What do you mean you 
have nothing to live for? The house isn’t paid for; the car isn’t paid 
for; the washing machine isn’t paid for; the television isn't paid 
for....” And she could have said more, for as long as you and 1 live, 
our responsibilities as Christians are never done. Remember, some- 
body needs your smile. Somebody needs your words of encourage- 
ment. Somebody needs your helping hand. When you need a 
channel marker on some deep midnight of the soul, it is so reas- 
suring to remember that the same power that made the stars in the 
sky made you because he needs you to make his own love complete. 

Yes, there is a chart for your life, and you have had it for along, 
long time. It is your faith. But no chart is enough, if you cannot see 
the channel markers along the way. You need to see and understand 
your belief in an objective morality, and you need to remember 
that there is a creative spirit behind the moral order that called 
your life into being for a purpose. 


CHAPTER 15 
“Somewhere Your Sun Is Shining” 


On our first day home from Florida, we looked out the window 
onto a bleak, New England scene of rain, sleet, and snow, and found 
it hard to believe that just a little more than two hours away the 
sun was shining in Florida. The temperature there, even at that 
early hour, was already in the high seventies, and it was a perfectly 
gorgeous day! As I thought of it, I was reminded that no matter how 
bad things are at any particular moment, things are wonderful 
somewhere else. As a matter of fact, none of us is more than a few 
minutes from sunshine and a brilliant blue sky on any day of the 
year, for above the clouds, no matter how dark the day, the sun is 
shining. How often people who travel by air find this to be true. One 
can take off from an airport in a dark, driving rain or sleet flung 
from low, scudding clouds, and in five minutes be on top of it allin 
brilliant sunshine! On some day when you are unusually dis- 
couraged about the way things are going in your life, remember how 
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much your life is like the weather. You have your sunshiny days 
and your stormy days. You have your bright days and your dark 
days. You have your good days and your bad days. Just as there is 
no place on earth where the sun shines all the time, and where there 
are no storms, so there is no human life that is without some blue 
days. Your life is no exception! 

For many years psychologists have known that people react 
differently to the same stimuli on different days. Certainly you and 
I know this to be true of our own lives. We know that we are people 
of moods — good moods and bad moods —and on the days when we 
are in a bad mood we simply cannot tolerate some of the little 
irritations of life that on other days in good moods we hardly notice. 
Most of us have observed that our good moods, our sunshiny days, 
seem to come and to go incycles, many times almost corresponding 
with the cycle of the moon. No matter how great, how happy, how 
secure you feel today, keep in mind the fact that you are certain to 
have some worrisome days, some insecure days, some disappoint- 
ing days in your immediate future. Some people seem to be more 
moody than others, but you and I both have to confess that we have 
our moody days. We should not make the error of believing that 
there are some people who are exceptions to the rule. How many 
times you probably have said of another: “Oh, she has so much faith 
and is so bright and cheerful. Never is she down in the dumps and 
never is she complaining or blue.” It simply is not so, any more than 
it can be said that there are some parts of the world where the 
weather is always good. To classify some people as people of faith 
and some people as people of doubt is not accurate either, for there 
are moods of faith and moods of doubt in all people. 

I remember hearing years ago Dr. Harry Emerson Fosdick tell 
a story about the great English divine, Joseph Parker. Parker was a 
great one for enthralling congregations with his statements of 
faith. He maintained for years that he never doubted the goodness 
of God. He never questioned the goodness of life. He was an 
optimist who maintained that he never held a negative thought. 
But there came a time when he changed his tune. When his wife 
died a tragic death, the dark clouds of grief rolled in, and he said: “In 
that dark hour I became an atheist. For God had set His foot upon 
my prayers and treated my petitions with contempt. IfI had seen a 
dog in such agony as mine, I would have pitied and helped the dumb 
beast; yet God spat upon me and cast me out as an offense—out 
into the waste wilderness and the night black and starless.’(Fosdick: 
The Meaning of Faith, p. 201). But the mood changed, and a more 
humble Parker found that he was no exception to the rule. We all 
have our ups and downs, and no matter how optimistic we are, and 
no matter how strong our faith is, we all have our weak and de- 
pressed moods. 
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One of my most inspiring teachers at Yale University had an 
amazing thing happen to him. Some years ago he resigned from the 
Yale faculty because he said that he had lost his faith in God. He 
had watched his brother die of brain cancer, and the experience 
shattered his faith. But the university refused to accept his resigna- 
tion. Instead, he was given a year’s leave of absence and told to 
think it over. In that year, his faith was restored. He came up out of 
his blue mood a stronger, more faithful man than ever. For many 
years he continued to be one of the most inspiring teachers at Yale 
in both the graduate and the undergraduate schools. If a brilliant 
man like that professor, a man noted for his deep Christian commit- 
ment and faith could fall into a mental depression, it certainly is 
reasonable to assume that for you and me to have times of despon- 
dency is perfectly natural and normal. 

Always remember that your blue hours, your stormy hours, 
your bleak hours are not your better ones. Somewhere very close 
to you, the sun is shining! It is wrong of you to expect that a person 
with your faith should never have periods of depression and des- 
pondency. We all have our bad moods just as all of us who live in 
houses with basements will on occasion visit those basements. But 
we do not need to persist in our low moods any more than we need 
to live in our basements. You would think it very strange indeed if 
some friend of yours with a beautiful home were to choose to spend 
all of his or her time in the basement of that home. There are people 
who choose to do just that, and there also are people who find a 
particular satisfaction in their moroseness and in their pessimism. 
Such people have, over the years, become so accustomed to com- 
plaining that they would rather complain than be happy. You know 
the people Imean—those friends who call you up to tell you astory 
of woe after woe after woe. If you try to change the subject to one 
other than their complaints, they will get right back into the 
basement just as soon as they can. If such people thought that 
seeing is believing, they wouldn't bother to look. The truth is, 
however, that even those basement people do have their bright 
moments, and even the sunshine of their life is never very far away. 

Occasionally when I am in Florida, I go fishing on Lake Okee- 
chobee. Some of the best bass fishing I ever have had has been along 
the grassy shores of that enormous inland body of tropical water. 
There was one particular day when both my guide and I had been 
catching lots of fish, but the man in the boat right next to us was 
catching nothing. Finally my curiosity got the better of me andI 
called to him: “Have you had any luck?” He sat there for a few mo- 
ments, looking across the water toward me, and then he replied: “If 
you mean catching fish, the answer is, ‘No’. But I am lucky in another 
sort of way. [think that Iam lucky to be out here on this lake on sucha 
beautiful morning. I think I am lucky to be alive ona day like today.” 
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For that man, the sunshine of life was there even though he 
wasn't getting what he wanted most —some fish. And so it is with 
you and me. One of my very good friends is a beautiful lady who is 
quite crippled with multiple sclerosis. A few years ago she went to 
Florida to get away from the danger of slipping and falling on the 
ice-covered streets of New England. She had been in Florida a short 
time when she fell on the walk in front of her motel and broke her 

elvis. 

- As soon as I learned of her accident, I called her on the phone. 
There she was in a hospital, away from home and friends, suffering 
the pain of a broken pelvis, and when she answered the phone, I 
fully expected to hear her sing the blues. How mistaken I was! She 
said: “How nice of you to call. Don't worry about me. I am so fortunate 
to have a bed by the window where I get the most beautiful view 
of the palm trees. My hospital roommate is a delightful person and 
very good company. How grateful I am for the wonderful nursing 
care I am receiving. God certainly has been good to me!” You see, 
the sunshine was never very far away from that lovely lady. It is 
never very far away from you either if you can just find it. 

One of the saddest cries is that of the man or woman who says: 
“If Il had only stopped to think how fortunate I was to have ajobina 
time of great unemployment, I never would have lost my temper to 
the point of quitting the job had.” Don't you agree with the thought 
that there is probably no job in the world that is one hundred 
percent ideal? Your job may have some drawbacks, but so does 
every other job. No matter what your work is, there are bound to be 
situations and conditions and personalities which put you down 
the basement stairs on occasion. There are dismal aspects to every 
occupation, but so are there advantages, and satisfactions, and 
rewards for every occupation if you are willing to look for them, 
and look for them you must when times are hard and things get 
rough. When you start looking for the good things, it is sometimes 
amazing how close the sunshine is. 

On a particular bleak and cold winter day, I was driving my son 
to the university, and on the way we discussed some of the depres- 
sing conditions with which college students have to contend these 
days. What he said to me as he got out of the car at the entrance to 
his dormitory, I want to pass on to you. He said: “It seems to me that 
the less sunshine there is around us, the more we have to generate 
light within. In other words, when we can't see the light outside, 
we have to make it on the inside.” Then he reminded me of that 
famous saying so often quoted: “It is better to light one little candle 
than to curse the darkness.” Doesn't that make sense? 

Mrs. Driftmier and I like the country of Holland and we have 
gone there on several occasions. Once I saw an ingenious device 
used by a Dutch sailor to keep the seagulls from roosting on the 
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masts, spars, and sheets of his vessel. It was a little revolving 
prismatic light, much smaller but on the same idea as the lights 
used in ballrooms to flash little spots of light in a hundred different 
directions at the same time. It made me think of the old Chinese 
proverb: “You cannot prevent birds of sorrow from flying over your 
head, but you can keep them from making nests in your hair!” So it 
is with each of us. In any single day you may encounter some dark 
clouds of frustration and anxiety and worry, and when that happens, 
you need to have within yourself the faith to believe that every 
cloud is a transitory thing. It is the light of faith burning deep 
within your heart which makes it possible for you to see, through 
every darkness, the best things about yourself. When you are over- 
come with feelings of guilt, and feelings of inferiority, and when 
you despair at your human frailty and sinfulness, then you need the 
faith to believe in the validity of your best qualities, your noblest 
self, and your most worthy ambitions. Don't run yourself down! 
Don’t become depressed thinking of some hour of your stupidity. 
Just think of all the many wise and intelligent things you have done 
in a lifetime. 

Keep in mind the fact that when you try to generate light from 
within, your Christian religion is your best ally, because you know 
your Lord to be closest whenever you try to pierce the darkness. 
You know the Christ spirit to be with you in the hours when you 
turn from your fears to your hopes, from your doubts to your con- 
victions. Anyone who has grown up in the Christian tradition the 
way you have is never more certain of his loyalty to Jesus Christ 
than in those moments when he or she determines to believe in the 
testimony of the best hours rather than of the worst hours. 

Jesus said: “I am the light of the world.” In the darkest midnight 
of your troubles and sorrows, you look up those basement stairs 
and say: “Dear God, Iam not going to be defeated, andI am not going 
to let any troubles keep me down here in the dismalness of my 
despair.” At that moment there will come to you the spark you need 
to lighten your way to where the sunshine of your life is turning 
the darkness into the dawn of a new day. Right now, in a spirit of 
prayer, read this poem aloud. It is a prayer God is certain to answer. 

Lord, it is dark, the road is pongn tO go; 
I lift an unlit candle in the night, 
Behold it, Lord, within my upraised hand; 
Touch it to flame with Thine own heavenly light. 
This slender waxen thing that is my faith, 
Fire it, Lord, with some divine white spark, 
Until its circle, widening at my feet, 
Will mark my certain way across the dark. 
“Thou wilt light my candle”... . thus assured 
I shall go forward through this unknown land; 
The way can never grow too dark, too long, 
For I shall bear Thy light within my hand. 
(G. N. Crowell) 
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CHAPTER 16 
“You Can Control Your Temper” 


Never think that clergymen are spared from having a bad 
temper. After all, there is more than one way of showing anger, and 
most clergymen know it. There is a story about a Methodist 
preacher who was so angry at his Bishop for assigning him to a 
far-distant poverty-stricken parish that he sent a collect telegram 
to the Bishop which merely said: “I thought you would like to know 
that I am perfectly well.” About a week later, the unhappy preacher 
received a heavy package on which he was required to pay consider- 
able charges. Upon opening it, he found a big block of concrete on 
which was pasted this message: “This is the weight your collect 
telegram lifted from my mind.” It bore the Bishop's signature! 

Of course you know those passages of the Bible which reveal 
how angry our Lord could become on occasion. The day that Jesus 
drove the money changers out of the temple with a whip was a day 
when he simply came to the end of his patience and blew up. He had 
had it! He had been going about the country trying to increase 
spirituality in people, and then he walked into the place he had 
dreamed of visiting for years and found it a haven for all kinds of 
shoddy operations. It is no wonder he lost his temper. 

Do you remember a comic strip of ten or fifteen years ago that 
was called “The Terrible Tempered Mr. Bangs”? That is what our 
neighbor's children used to call their father behind his back on the 
days his business ventures did not do so well. Actually, bad temper 
is a vice of many nominally fine Christian people. You know people 
who appear to be quiet, sedate, very proper Christians in public but 
who are quite the opposite in their own homes. How about yourself? 
If you have not on occasion lost your temper, you are abnormal. 
You and everyone else become angry on occasion, and, like every- 
one else, you probably carry on your heart a burden of guilt for some 
of the things you have said when you were angry. 

Some of the unhappiest moments that you and I have ever 
known have resulted from our losing our temper. You know that 
old song made famous by the Mills Brothers entitled: “You Always 
Hurt The One You Love.” It’s true, isn’t it? How many times in the 
privacy of a confessional situation I have seen people break into 
tears exclaiming: “Oh, if only I could take it all back! If only I had 
not blown up the way I did! If only I had not said what I said!” This 


is one of the most human problems, and because I know that there — 


are times when you are haunted by regrets of this kind, I want you 
to read this chapter carefully. 


Why do you get angry? Once in a discussion group I asked this 
question and one of the men replied: “I'll tell you why I get angry! 
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My five-year-old is too smart for his britches. Last night he came 
into our bedroom and woke me up three times asking me to get him 
a drink of water. I finally told him that ifhe woke me up once more, 
I would spank him. Well, he went back to his room, and I fell asleep, 
but before an hour was up he woke me up again and said: ‘Daddy, 
after you spank me, will you get me a drink of water?” 

Iam probably right in supposing that the first and most impor- 
tant cause of your anger is a threat to your ego. Every single person 
on this earth has to have some concept of his own importance, and 
when that concept is threatened, he reacts angrily. It is true of me, 
and it probably is true of you. Dr. James R. Dolby of Baylor Univer- 
sity made a good point once when he said that if someone told him 
he spoke terrible Spanish, it would not bother him a bit because he 
never did think of himself as a student of Spanish. On the other 
hand, if someone told him he was a poor psychologist, his anger and 
hostile feelings would be aroused immediately because he did 
think of himself as a good psychologist. 

Apply this logic to your situation. If you think of yourself as a 
good parent, you don't like it when somebody implies that you are 
not. If you think of yourself as an unselfish, sacrificing person who 
thousands of times has gone the second mile for a relative or for a 
friend, you cannot help but be angry when word gets back to you 
that somebody thinks you are stingy, thinks you area miserly giver 
to your church, and thinks that you ought to do more for your own 
family. To hear that would make your blood boil, wouldn't it? Of 
course talk like that would hurt your own opinion of yourself, and 
there isn’t a person alive who could keep perfectly calm and col- 
lected, perfectly cool and sweet under such conditions. After all, 
you do have a certain amount of pride, and you don't like to have 
that pride punctured. 

A normal person like you has another cause for anger, and that 
is a frustrated goal. Every day of your life there is something that 
you want to do, some objective you want to reach. It may be nothing 
more than the desire to stretch out ina hammock and take a few 
hours of rest letting the birds lull you to sleep, but if that objective 
is upset by the neighbor's power lawnmower, or by the kids next 
door wanting to play hide-and-seek in your garden, you are going to 
get peeved. All of us have short-term and long-term goals of many 
different kinds, and when we are disappointed because someone or 
something interferes with what we are trying to reach or trying to 
get, we become angry. We are very human. a 

Incidentally, this is just as true of children as it is true of 
adults. Did you see the cartoon that showed a father trying to sleep 
late on a Saturday morning and his eight-year-old son insisted on 
waking him up to ask if the father would play ball with him? Finally, 
the frustrated father yelled: “Why don't you shut up and go play ball 
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with your friends?” And the frustrated, angry little boy shouted 
back: “Because I just have one good friend and I hate him!” 

For most people there is a third and very serious cause of anger, 
and the chances are that you are familiar with it. It is disappoint- 
ment with ourselves. When it is your own stupidity, or your own 
licentiousness, or your own intemperance, or your own laziness 
that make your life miserable, you resent yourself and then take 
out your resentment on somebody else. Do you dare deny it? I 
would not. How many times I have tried to explain to the parents 
of a teenager that often the temper tantrums, the profane shouting, 
the slam-bang type of behavior they suffer from their adolescent 
is not of the parents’ doing. Teenagers can do so many things that 
are beneath their own standards of decency, and when they do, they 
get angry inside. It is their shame, their guilt that makes them 
angry, and nine times out of ten, they turn and hurt the ones they 
love. Many times I have told an unhappy wife that there really is 
nothing she can do to make her husband more agreeable, because 
his disagreeableness is the product of his anger at himself, not his 
anger at her. You have reason to become angry with yourself at 
times. Not one of us is perfect, and sometimes your imperfections 
are sickening, and you show your sickness by being angry at the 
world. It is a very common human weakness. 

Of course, there are other causes for your anger, but the chances 
are that these are the chief ones, and these are the ones that cause 
you and your loved ones the most hurt. So what is to be done? 

The first thing to be done is a little introspection. You need to 
spend at least one or two hours a week in quiet meditation, search- 
ing out the anger that is causing you heartache. If you find yourself 
being grouchy much of the time, what is beneath it all? Analyze 
your situation. It is a slang phrase, but it is a good one, and that is 
the question: “What's eating you anyway?” No, I don't think you 
need to go to a psychiatrist, but I do think you need to talk out your 
problems more than you do. None of us communicates our most 
personal concerns as much as we should. We all Carry too many 
things upon our hearts, and some unburdening of your own heart 
would probably be very beneficial. 

Is something hurting your own estimate of yourself? You want 
to think well of yourself, but is your ego being deflated day after 
day by the way somebody in your family, or somebody in your office 
is treating you? Is that your problem? Talk it over with someone, 
but do not think you will be able to talk it over objectively and 
dispassionately with a member of your family. There is a story 
about a father who tried to get through to his nine-year-old by 
saying: “Do you know how your temper tantrums look to an adult? 
Why don't you stop your juvenility?” And the angry boy shot right 
back at his father: “T'll stop my juvenility when you stop your 
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adultery!” The little boy did not understand the meaning of juvenility 
nor of adultery, but he knew his father did not understand him. So 
often people in our own families are the last ones to understand us. 

Is there something that is frustrating your goal in life, some- 
thing that is keeping you back from where you ought to be? You 
cannot do anything about it until you recognize what it is or who it 
is that is keeping you back. Is it too late for you to change the goal? 
Can your nerves take it if you have to go on day after day always 
bucking up against this same bit of obstruction? Are you man 
enough or woman enough to find another way around your problem? 

Have you searched your own soul to see if your bad temper is 
a product of your bad conscience? Perhaps everyone in your family 
is suffering because you yourself feel guilty. Could that be the 
problem? If it is, your religion teaches that there is only one course 
for you to take. You know exactly what that course is, don’t you? 

After this kind of introspection and the searching of your own 
soul, what then? Recognizing that no matter what the problem, and 
no matter what you do about it, there still are going to be times 
when you feel very angry inside, what then? Your big job is to learn 
to control your temper. Note that I did not say to bury your temper. 
There are too many ulcer patients, and there are too many heart 
cases, and there are too many people with nervous tics and with 
nervous breakdowns resulting from deeply buried angers. People 
who go through life stifling in their breasts all outbursts of anger 
are the same people who go through life stifling all feeling of any 
kind for anything. You do not want to be one of them. 

Here is an idea: Have you ever thought of writing letters to the 
Editor, and then done nothing about it? That is a good method for 
the socially acceptable expression of anger. The next time, go ahead 
and write the letter. I have a friend who puts his anger into poetry. 
Every now and then, when something makes him seethe with anger, 
he picks up his pen and jots off some lines of verse hot enogh to 
burn the paper on which they are written. Ogden Nash did that 
many times. There was the poem he called Tableau at Twilight in 
which he expressed his anger for the way a child dripped ice cream 
on him. It goes like this: 

“I sit in the dusk. I am all alone. 

Enter a child and an ice-cream cone. 

A parent is easily beguiled 

By sight of this coniferous child. 

The friendly embers warmer gleam, 

The cone begins to drip ice cream. 
Cones are composed by many a vitamin. 
My lap is not the place to bitamin. 
Although my raiment is not chinchilla, 
I flinch to see it become vanilla. 
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Coniferous child, when vanilla melts 

I'd rather it melted somewhere else. 

Exit child with remains of cone. 

I sit in the dusk, I am all alone. 

Muttering spells like an angry Druid, 

Alone in the dusk, with the cleaning fluid.” 

Actually, the best control of anger is the proper use of it. Like 
pent-up steam, some pent-up anger has a tremendous potential for 
producing power. One of the most obvious outlets for anger is 
politics, and that can produce some power. So many angry people 
find a great deal of emotional relief in the work they are able to do 
for the political parties and candidates of their choice. It is a good 
thing that election years come along as often as they do, for a 
political campaign provides a wonderful outlet for the anger of 
many people. Political activity is a socially accepted outlet for 
anger in a democratic society like ours. You can call a politician a 
“stupid clod, a brainless idiot, a corrupt ward heeler” and people will 
indulge your anger and laugh it off, thinking nothing of it. 

I am sure that you are aware that physical activity is a great 
reliever of pent-up anger. I read about a firm which provides golf 
balls with a small picture of one’s boss, or of one’s biggest compet- 
itor, or of one’s most hated politician, or anyone else one may want 
to hit. Imagine! A picture on each of your golf balls. All you need 
to do is to send the firm the required amount of money and a good 
black-and-white picture of the person who most arouses your 
anger. Think of the fun and the relief of being able to slam a golf 
club into the little round image of your worst antagonizer! Take 
that, you so-and-so! Wham! 

How about that? Frankly, the idea does not appeal to me. When 
I am angry and feel like making war on someone, I make waron the 
weeds in the garden, or on the dust on the basement floor. Scrub- 
bing floors and woodwork has done more to save the sanity of angry 
women than the men in their lives ever will know! If more angry 
people would walk home from their place of business instead of 
driving home, there would be two good results. One result would be 
a big decrease in automobile accidents, for angry people do drive 
recklessly, aggressively and discourteously. The second good result 
would be the opportunity of working off pent-up anger in the 
physical exertion of walking, and the opportunity of saying out 
loud some of the tough words that have been pent up all day. 

Charitable activity is a socially acceptable and, I believe, a 
divinely ordained way to express anger. How many great institu- 
tions have been built by people who were angry. In 1621 some angry 
Pilgrims sailed across the stormy North Atlantic to establish on 
these shores the very denomination in which I hold my ministerial 
status. Indeed, one could say that the United States of America was 
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established by angry people. The South Congregational Church in 
Springfield, Massachusetts, the church of which I am the pastor, 
was founded by some prominent citizens of Springfield who became 
angry at the crowded conditions in the original Old First Church, 
Court Square. When they became angry enough at having to wait in 
line to get a seat for achurch service, and at having to stand without 
a seat through services which often lasted for more than two hours, 
those angry people built a new church two blocks south of the old 
First Church. That is why it was called South Church. It was angry 
people who put a great deal of pent-up, fighting energy into the 
organization of the Society for Prevention of Cruelty to Children, 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and in most 
American cities today, there are angry people doing a tremendous 
amount of good in all kinds of organizations for the betterment 
of society. 

Are you angry about some of the conditions in your community 
today? When you become angry enough, you probably will do some- 
thing about some of those conditions. You may not be able to do 
much, but if you are able to do anything, it will ease your tense 
nerves, and soothe your aching heart. If you are haunted by regrets 
for some of your angry outbursts in the past, there is something you 
can do about it. 


CHAPTER 17 
“Making Others Comfortable” 


Because we go through life believing what we want to believe, 
and refusing to believe something a bit foreign to our accustomed 
manner of thinkng, we do on occasion make life most unpleasant 
for others. Much of the unnecessary tension we feel is a result of 
our failure to make other people comfortable in our presence. It 
often has been said that the difference between a good Christian 
and a bad Christian is that the good one makes others feel comfort- 
able in his or her presence. It probably is safe to say that much of the 
world’s heartache and suffering result from the failure of decent, 
successful, intelligent people like yourself and myself to make 
others feel comfortable in our presence. When people are not 
socially, or intellectually, or spiritually comfortable with us, we 
cannot communicate with them. Because we cannot communicate, 
we put barriers between us and the very people whose friendship 
and respect are so very important to us. — ie 

As Christians, you and I must recognize that it is our peculiar 
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responsibility to be the peacemakers of the world —in our homes, 
in our neighborhoods, in the office and the classroom, and in the 
nation and the world generally. We must also recognize how 
miserably we fail at just this point. 

Life would be so much easier for you, if all the people with 
whom you have to deal felt comfortable in your presence. If only 
you could make others feel the touch of your Christian grace, how 
much people would like to be with you! There are things you can do 
to bring this about. 

In the first place you can admit your own weaknesses. Do you 
realize that people like you more when they sense you have some 
of the human weaknesses that other people have? I grew up in a 
community where there were very few Roman Catholics, and as a 
result, all through my younger years there was to me something 
mysterious about Catholic nuns. I never felt quite comfortable 
in their presence until one day I had occasion to speak in a parochial 
school. The nun in charge of that student assembly was such a 
beautiful person, so gracious, so vivacious, that I found myself 
saying to her: “You know, you are exactly the kind of nun we see in 
motion pictures with Bing Crosby.” 

She replied: “Oh, don’t say that. You have no idea how we suffer 
when we go to movies about nuns. And you should hear the way we 
talk to each other when visitors are not around!” 

“Oh, my goodness,” I said. “Don’t tell me you use bad language!” 

She hesitated a moment, and then said slowly, “No, not exactly, 
but we sometimes use very harsh good language.” 

I have liked nuns ever since. They are a wonderful group of 
people—very human people. Do you realize that there is nothing 
in this world that makes you more human than your fallibility? 
Animals other than humans are much less fallible than you and | 
are. As I watch the birds at my feeders, I realize that they seldom 
make mistakes. Man is a mistake-maker, and you can make no 
mistake about it! The Overstreets, that famous husband-and-wife 
writing team, make this very clear in their book The Mind Goes 
Forth. They point out that it is our.power to make mistakes, to 
make ourselves look stupid, that is our badge indicating we have 
escaped from the tight prison of instinct which holds other animals 
captive. It is only because we are mistake-making animals that we 
have become the ardent explorers we are. 

So you see, your faculty for making mistakes is your glory, but 
your reluctance to admit your mistakes is your shame. So often this 
is a particular shame of mothers and fathers who desperately try 
to save face in their dealings with their children. 

Some years ago, after a young man had been in my office telling 
me of aserious mistake he had made and did not want his parents to 
learn, the father of the boy came to see me. He said: “That boy 
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never talks to me except in a very superficial way. He never tells 
me anything about what he thinks or does. He is more of a stranger 
to me than almost anyone I know.” Right then and there I told the 
father how much in awe his son was of him. I said: “He thinks you 
are some kind of superman who never could understand some of his 
problems and appreciate some of his mistakes. He thinks that you 
never have made any mistakes. He thinks that you never have 
succumbed to the temptations that teenagers have today.” 

There is a happy side to this story. Some months later, the 
father came to see me, and in brief, this is what he told me. After 
his visit in my office some months prior, he took his boy on a trip 
to Mexico, and on that trip he opened up and told his son things 
that the boy was dumbfounded to learn. The father concluded by 
saying to me: “I wish I had talked like that to him years ago. We 
understand each other now. I confessed my sins and he confessed 
his. We talked more frankly to each other than he or I had ever 
talked to anyone before. At last we are communicating, and believe 
me, I am a much more humble and a much more understanding 
person than I ever have been before! It used to be that I had secrets 
and he had secrets, but now we have some secrets in common, and 
it is amazing what that has done for us.” 

Isn't it true that the two kinds of people you do not like are 
those who will never admit a mistake and those who will never let 
someone else forget a mistake? How much less tension there would 
be in your family relationships and in all your other relationships 
if there were a greater freedom for people to admit mistakes. If there 
are people who think that you are a very superior person, they are 
bound to feel quite uncomfortable in your presence. How well I 
personally know that! The very fact that I am a clergyman means 
to many people that I live on a pedestal. Well, it is not so. An 
abundance of my energy is devoted to doing the things that keep 
me off the pedestal and down on the human level, the level where 
life is a daily struggle to meet and overcome the same problems 
familiar to everyone. 

There is a second thing you can do to make other people 
comfortable in your presence, and that is to restrain your ego 
expression. In simpler language, that means people do not like to 
hear persons brag about themselves, and people feel more com- 
fortable with you when you do more listening and less talking. You 
know how uncomfortable you feel when you are visiting with 
someone who, before you can get a word in, has said something so 
positively, and said it with such an air of: “I dare you to contradict 
me,” that you just sit there feeling stupid, or at least feeling comered. 
If you have the bad habit of speaking on some subjects so dogmati- 
cally, and so emphatically, that people in your presence who happen 
to disagree with your opinion are immediately made uncomfortable, 
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you are bringing hurt to yourself. Dogmatism, whether you express 
it when talking about your church, or about your political party, 
or about anything else is a flagrant kind of egotism which invites 
others to challenge you if they dare. 

Think how often your narrow definitions of “the practical” 
and your nervous definitions of “the proper” fence people in. No one 
likes to be fenced in, least of all young people, and when you find 
yourself face to face with a firmly stated opinion that simply does 
not seem logical to you, you are uncomfortable. You know that to 
argue the matter will mean a raising of voices, the building up of 
tension, and the hardening of positions that, to break through, will 
mean instant warfare. You do not feel comfortable in such a situa- 
tion yet, knowing this, you probably still make the mistake of 
making yourself feel stronger by stating some opinion with such 
certainty that it cannot help but make those in your presence 
appear weaker. People do not like to feel weak, and if you are the 
one who makes them feel that way, they certainly are not going to 
be very comfortable with you. 

Do you know why you and I both are sometimes guilty of this? 
It is because in our calm, quiet, everyday, humdrum existence, 
most of us have very little opportunity to express our personal 
ambitions. You and I are not as strong as we would like to be, and 
the quick offense of our ego-tinged arguments at least gives us a 
feeling of strength. When others are cowed into listening to us 
quietly without raising any opposition, we somehow feel a sense of 
satisfaction which suggests our dominance, whether we actually 
are dominant or not. 

The truth is that people do not feel comfortable in the presence 
of dominance, and sooner or later they show their resentment. This 
explains why some of the committee meetings you have to attend 
are such very unpleasant affairs. When people find themselves 
cornered by someone else's egocentric approach to a matter, they 
begin to resist and eventually to attack. How much better it would 
be if only you could give other people room to disagree with you, 
and room to object to your conduct or to your decision-making 
process without your having to think in terms of defeat. Iam sure 
that you know persons who are quick to consider themselves 
personally attacked when anyone disagrees with them on any 
subject. That is not as it should be. As a Christian, your particular 
task is to show the Grace of God in your life. If you and I are guilty 
of cutting others down in argument, resorting to sarcasm and 
innuendo for no other reason than the fact that we feel somewhat 
insecure and defeated, we need to acquire some Christian grace and 
humility. Our families will appreciate it. Our children will feel 
freer to love us. Our colleagues and social companions will be most 
grateful. Everyone with whom we work or worship will feel more 
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comfortable in our presence. 

There is a third thing you can do to make other people feel 
comfortable in your presence, and that is to welcome the “outsider” 
as an “insider”. The early Christians considered hospitality one of 
the most important Christian graces. How many outsiders there are 
in your circle of acquaintances! You know some lonely people who 
for one reason or another are not included, or have yet to feel 
included in any group of persons in your community. Just think 
how grateful some of those people would feel if they saw you as one 
who opened doors for them. 

There are few things that bring tears to my eyes as quickly as 
the sight of a lonely child yearning for playmates, standing off by 
himself or herself, longing to be invited to be one of the group. 
There are the children with language handicaps, the children with 
minority group status, the children of migrant workers or of the 
military dragged from city to city and from school to school. Think 
of the teenager who never knows why his words and actions are not 
right by the standards of the group, not understanding why he is 
marked as “different” and “queer”. Or think of the individual who 
is an outsider in his own family — quiet among the boisterous, frail 
among those proud of their athletic prowess, slow-witted among 
the quick of mind, or perhaps pensive and artistic among the vulgar 
and the crude. You know the people of whom I am writing, and 
some of them may live very close to you. Are you for them a source 
of grace? 

As Christians there is so much that you and the members of 
your church can do for people who feel themselves rejected. The 
writer of the ancient Epistle to the Hebrews was speaking Christian 
gospel when he said: “Keep on loving one another as brothers and 
sisters in Christ. Remember to welcome strangers into your homes. 
There were some who welcomed strangers only to discover that 
they had welcomed angels without knowing it. Remember those 
who are in prison as though you were in prison with them. Remem- 
ber those who are suffering as though you were suffering as they are.” 

The parents of a retarded child sent me a Christmas card that 
was designed and printed by the Sunshine Village Workshop, an 
institution for the education and care of retarded children. Printed 
on the inside of the card was a passage called: Beatitudes for Friends 
of Exceptional Children.” Read these carefully and thoughtfully. 

“Blessed are you who take time to listen to difficult speech, 
for you help us to know that if we persevere we can be under- 
stood. 

“Blessed are you who walk with us in public places, and 
ignore the stares of strangers, for in your companionship we 
find havens of relaxation. 

“Blessed are you who stand beside us as we enter new and 
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untried ventures, for our failures will be outweighed by the 

times when we surprise ourselves and you. 

“Blessed are you who ask for our help, for our greatest need 
is to be needed.” 

Remember that Jesus Christ walks by the side of all those who 
welcome strangers. He is in your lips when you speak a greeting to 
some lonely person. He is in your hands when you reach out to lift 
a burden for one weaker than yourself. He is in your smile when- 
ever you make the “outsider” feel like an “insider.” 

When you finish reading this, you are going to put the book 
down and find yourself thinking of how many problems the world 
has. It does have enormous problems, tragic problems, problems 
beyond your control or your influence, and there is not much that 
you can do about them. But there is one thing you can do. You can 
give other people room to have their own opinions, room to have 
their own opportunities for living the decent life, room to feel that 
they are loved and respected. When you do that, you are giving 
Jesus Christ room in your own heart. Remember, this is your faith, 
a faith as old as your ancestors, and a faith that you will give to your 
posterity. 


CHAPTER 18 
“How To Keep Well-Balanced” 


Perhaps you saw the humorous story in the newspaper the 
other day about the kindergarten class that was shown some 
famous works of art and then asked to describe them. One little girl 
looked a long time at the painting of Whistler's Mother and then 
said of it: “It shows a nice old lady waiting for the repairman to bring 
back her television set.” 

Mrs. Driftmier and I had to send our television to the repair 
shop last week. No matter how hard we tried, we could not get a 
good balance of color in the picture. All the people were either too 
red or they were too green or too yellow. Television may be a 
medium of communication, but there certainly was nothing 
medium about our color set. Everything was in the extreme. 

Have you ever given much thought to the necessity for balance 
in your life? So much of the enjoyment of life, your daily happiness 
and contentment, is a matter of balance, a matter of harmony, a 
matter of your eliminating the discords and the extremes. How 
many times have you said of yourself or of someone else: “Every- 
thing was going fine, and then all of a sudden things just went off 
the deep end.” When in our personal lives, or in our public lives, 
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things are done to the extreme and the basic balance of life is upset 
completely, serious trouble is very apt to develop. 

It is amazing how many things in life have to do with balance. 
From the time you were first conceived, your life has been a matter 
of balance. The tiny seed of protoplasm that was in itself a balance 
of male and female genes, had within it the miraculous secret 
mechanism that knew how to put together the essential harmony 
of hydrogen, oxygen, carbon, sulphur, and all the other components 
that went to make up your complete human organism. 

Dr. Smiley Blanton in his book Love or Perish points out in a 
most interesting way how this balance “within the human body is 
a marvelously delicate business. It embraces the glandular system, 
with its secretion of hormones, enzymes and vitamins, and it 
involves constant psychic and chemical reactions of infinite com- 
plexity. One example of this regulatory mechanism is the process 
by which we maintain our body temperature at a steady level 
despite outside changes of heat and cold. Another is the series of 
chemical reactions by which the proper concentration of sugar and 
glycogen is maintained within the circulatory system.” (Page 360) 

Most of the changes a body makes to keep a happy balance, a 
healthy harmony of its working parts, occur on an automatic level. 
If your temperature begins to rise, you will perspire without having 
to think about perspiring. There are other emotional and physical 
changes, however, that you must make to keep life harmonious. 
Your thirst tells you when to bring the body fluids into balance. 
Your hunger tells you when to bring your metabolism into balance. 
If you find your blood pressure going up every time you talk politics 
with your neighbor, or every time you talk family finances with 
your mate, there is something you can do about that. As amatter of 
fact, all of us go through life trying to bring harmony and balance 
into every aspect of our existence. Most of the unpleasantness you 
and I experience in life is because of our own or someone-else’s 
failure to maintain balance. 

You know what I mean, don’t you? Think of your own past 
experience. Can't you think of times when the discords were mad- 
dening? Can’t you think of occasions when something got so 
completely out of balance in your life that a heaven of happiness 
was changed for a time into a hell of misery? Of course you can. 
These lines of Matthew Arnold could so easily have been written 
by one of us at a time when life was out of balance. 

From doubt, where all is double 
Where wise men are not strong, 
Where comfort turns to trouble, 
Where just men suffer wrong; 
Where sorrow treads on joy 
Where sweet things soonest cloy, 


93 


Where faiths are built on dust, 
Where love is half mistrust, 
Hungry, and barren, and sharp as the sea— 
O God set us free! 
(Quoted in “Every Day A Prayer’ by Bro) 

When life gets out of harmony and out of balance, what are you 
to do? There are many things that you can do, but right here I am 
going to suggest three things. 

First of all, you need to have a good, clear understanding of 
your own self. One of the most fascinating facts of life lies in the 
truth that inside each of us there are two of us—I and Me. That is 
why we are able to talk with ourselves. In psychological terms we 
might say that there are both the subjective and the objective 
aspects of human consciousness. I call my body Me. If you were 
able to look up from this book and see me walking into your room, 
you would be looking at Me—six feet tall, 185 pounds, partially 
bald with a gray fringe of hair above the ears. I have to live with this 
Me. We are locked in an enforced companionship that will not be 
ended until death do us part. You might say that I have Me on my 
hands. I have to feed Me, clothe Me, educate Me, bathe Me, and 
satisfy Me in many ways. 

St. Paul wasn’t thinking in these terms when he wrote much of 
what we call the New Testament, but he did understand that the 
body which we often identify as ourself is actually nothing more 
than a tent, a house in which we live. Iam not Me, but I own Me, 
and I am responsible for Me. 

When life gets out of balance, one of the first things you have 
to understand is that the I has somehow failed the Me. What 
wrangling, quarreling, backbiting, mutual hatreds and disgusts are 
in that deep silent center of our lives where the I and the Me are 
trying to live together. I think it was Dr. Fosdick who once said of 
another: “He was not so much a human being as a civil war.” Some- 
times people go insane because of the wars that go on between the 
I and the Me. Is it possible that there is a war of that kind going on 
inside of you? 

One of the best illustrations of what this means where balance 
is concerned is the case of intemperance. If you were to drink too 
much, or to eat too much, or to smoke too much, or to sleep too 
much, or to sexually indulge yourself too much, it obviously would 
be a case of imbalance on the part of your Me, on the part of your 
physical body. Whenever you have a physical intemperance prob- 
lem, you need to ask: “Who's in charge here? Who's running this 
operation anyway? God did not place this I in Me without a good 
reason. I am responsible for Me, and it is my job to keep a close 
touch on what this body of mine is up to. It is my jobto keep a tight 
rein on every appetite and on every desire that, if given even half 
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a chance, would go to excess.” 

You have to be able to look at yourself and ask: “What goes on 
here? What is responsible for this disharmony, this state of im- 
balance that is so upsetting?” It is a question of authority, of self- 
discipline. One of the best descriptions ever written of a balanced, 
harmonious life was written by Thomas H. Huxley. He spoke of 
this power of the I over the Me, and self over the body in these 
terms: 

“The one who has it, has been so trained in youth that his body 
is the ready servant of his will, and does with ease and pleasure all 
the work that, as a mechanism, it is capable of; whose intellect is a 
clear, cold, logic engine, with all its parts of equal strength, and in 
smooth working order; ready, like a steam engine, to be turned to 
any kind of work and spin the gossamers as well as forge the anchors 
of the mind; whose mind is stored with the knowledge of the great 
and fundamental truths of Nature and of the laws of her operations; 
one who, no stunted ascetic, is full of life and fire, but whose 
passions are trained to come to heel by a vigorous will, the servant 
of a tender conscience; who has learned to love all beauty, whether 
of Nature or of art, to hate all vileness, and to respect others as 
himself.” (From Lay Sermons, Addresses, and Reviews —New York 
Appleton-Century-Crafts Inc. 1903, pp. 31-35.) 

You see what is meant. If your life is out of balance, the first 
thing to understand is that you are the boss. You are in charge, and 
it is up to you to assert your authority. But right at this point there 
is a second thing to understand. To live a balanced life you have to 
have a very good sense of proportion. How often we hear it said of 
another: “He lives in his own little world.” That can be said of you, 
and that can be said of me. We each have our own little world, but 
that little world is carried along through life by the greater world 
outside ourselves. 

To understand this, think of a small circle on the inside of a 
greater circle. That small circle represents the individual life, and 
the greater circle around it represents the life of the world. To the 
infant, the whole world moves around that inner circle. To the 
infantile mind, the individual is at the very center of existence, and 
all else exists to serve that center, but as the individual matures, 
he gradually adjusts to the realization that life does not center in 
him, and that circle of his life is but one of several billion little 
circles all moving around and being carried along inside the big 
circle that is God's world. 

How slowly we mature, and how hard it is for us to realize that 
an incident which throws our life out of balance, does not shake the 
world. What looms so great in our thinking when personal troubles 
assail our peace of mind, is so utterly insignificant when seen in the 
light of true proportion. Do you remember the time when a former 
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president of the United States said that he would not and could not 
resign from the office of the presidency because for him to do so 
would destroy the presidency and plunge the nation into chaos? But 
what happened? He did resign, and the presidency was not de- 
stroyed. Our government, under the Constitution, is so much 
stronger than any single individual, be he president or anyone else 
of supreme importance. If that is true of the presidency, how much 
more true it is of the position you and I have in the greater world. 

To have a sense of proportion, you not only need to understand 
that the world does not center on you, but also you need to under- 
stand how similar your little circle of life is to every other little 
circle of life. A shattering sorrow comes into our lives, and for a 
time the I of Me is blinded to the fact that a thousand thousand 
other persons have had the same shattering sorrow without their 
world coming to an end. We are tempted, we sin, we bring shame on 
ourselves, we are broken by a feeling of guilt, we are crushed by a 
sense of remorse, and our lives are thrown completely out of 
balance until we realize how, down through centuries of time, 
millions of wonderfully fine and good people have had the same 
temptations. Many other people have made the same mistakes that 
you and I have made, and yet those people went on to live the kind 
of lives that redeemed them in the eyes of the world, a world basic- 
ally quick to forget and eager to forgive. 

To bring your life into balance so that you can live in harmony 
with the rest of the universe you have to have the sense of propor- 
tion which grows out of the conviction that nothing is big enough 
to hurt you unless you are small enough to permit it. This does not 
mean that you are to exaggerate your importance, but rather that 
you are to see how the hurt or shame of a moment is nothing more 
than an insignificant triviality when seen against the full scope of 
your lifetime. You must not, in amoment of emotional panic, blow 
up out of all proportion something that is actually of very little 
consequence when seen in its true position in the long pattern of 
your life. 

A good illustration of what I mean happened when I was the 
Chairman of the Board of Public Welfare for the City of Springfield. 
I did my best to try to correct the chaotic distribution of welfare 
funds, and as a result I came under much abusive pressure. Once 
while participating in a public debate about the welfare problem, 
I momentarily lost my poise and made a remark which hurt some 
people I never meant to hurt. The incident made headlines on the 
second or third page of the next morning's paper, and I was very 
embarrassed and humiliated. 

A wise friend, noting my distress, said something that was very 
helpful. He said: “Don’t exaggerate the importance of all this. After 
all, most of the people who take the paper will not have noticed the 
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article on the inside section. Of those who did notice it, most will 
not have read it. Of those who did read it, most will not have paid 
much attention to it. Of those who did pay attention, most will not 
have cared one way or the other. Of those who did care about it, 
most will be people intelligent enough to appreciate that the inci- 
dent was not a true picture of the thinking of a man in your position. 
Of those who do appreciate that, most will be your friends, and your 
friends will be very sympathetic and understanding, refusing to 
think less of you because of it.” 

When your life gets out of balance, you need to have a good 
clear understanding of yourself. You need to have a good sense of 
proportion, and then in the third place, you need to keep your faith 
in the Christian belief that you can love your way to harmony and 
balance. Jesus believed that. The more he was hated and reviled, the 
more he tried to bring his life into balance with love and good will. 

One of the memories I have of my childhood is the way I always 
knew upon first awakening in the morning what kind of a day it 
would be without looking out the window or listening to a weather 
report on the bedside radio. If I heard my mother singing, I knew 
that it was a dark and stormy day. Mother used to say: “The darker 
the day, the harder we must try to cover ourselves with sunshine.” 
She was the one who taught me to whistle in the dark, something 
that I still do to this very day. 

A few years ago ina personal birthday message, I congratulated 
an elderly lady on her beautiful smile. No matter how bad the day, 
no matter how tense and worrisome the conditions of the moment, 
that woman always has a smile —kindly, warm, friendly and sym- 
pathetic. She wrote me a letter in reply which told of a most 
discordant note which sounded into her life when she was just a 
sensitive teenager. I quote her letter: “After days and nights of 
tearful agony because I had overheard a neighbor say that I was the 
homeliest child she had ever seen, the truth of the adage: ‘handsome 
is as handsome does’ gradually seeped into my mind. Just as gradu- 
ally, a cordial smile became a habit in trying to forget self and bring 
sunshine into the lives of others.” Now there is a lady who has 
learned how to love her life into balance. 

A clergyman frequently is asked for counsel and advice in 
situations where good friends or members of the same family have 
tragically hurt one another in a moment of anger and misunder- 
standing. We all know how true the song: “You always hurt, the one 
you love, the one you shouldn't hurt at all.” Through the years I 
have believed and seen proved a thousand times the truth that the 
more hurt there is on one side of life’s balance, the more love there 
must be on the other. Hurt added to hurt will only weight the 
balance down until the agony of life becomes so one-sided that all 
is ruined and life is broken and shattered. Always remember that 
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when you want harmony and balance, loving deeds must oppose 
every act of hatred, and your healing touch must oppose every 
hurtful wound. 

‘But that is so hard!” you may say. Of course it is hard. Ask the 
spirit of Jesus how hard it was to bear that cross, and he will reply: 
“There is no other way, but the way of love.” 


CHAPTER 19 
“How To Keep Happy’ 


There is a story about the woman who was looking at a me- 
chanical toy and saying to the toy department clerk: “Don't you 
think that toy is too complicated for my six-year-old?” “Oh,” said 
the beaming clerk, “that is an educational toy, Madam. It is especi- 
ally designed to adapt the child to life in the world of today. You 
see, any way he puts it together it’s wrong!” Sometimes our world 
seems like that! Any way we try to put it together it is wrong. 

You do not have to be told that there is much in the world that 
is frightfully and terribly wrong. Every time you turn on the radio, 
or listen to your television, or read a newspaper, you are made 
aware that we live in a world of trouble. If you were to start naming 
some of the things that are wrong in the world, you would speak of 
war, racism, drugs, promiscuity, starvation, cancer, birth defects, 
alcoholism, and on and on the list would go. There is no doubt 
about it, there is a great deal of sadness in the world. It is a very easy 
thing for people to be worried about the conditions of life. 

The other day two men were talking about all the trouble in 
the world and one of them said: “Joe, I've just about had it. I'll tell 
you what I'll do. I'll give you $100 to do all my worrying for me.” 
“Great,” said Joe, “Where's the $1002” His friend thought a moment 
and said: “Now that is your first worry!” 

Even leaving out man’s inhumanity to man, there still is 
nature’s inhumanity to man, and each of us has been scarred in the 
battle to survive. What is a Christian like you to say about these 
things? 

In the first place, you must remember that this is not your 
world: it is God’s world. Don’t you love that beautiful hymn: “This 
Is My Father's World”? So it is, and remember that you are lucky to 
be upon it. You don’t own the world; you were just placed here by 
God. In/an effort to understand why you were placed on this whirl- 
ing bit of planetary beauty, you have your religion. Your Christian 
religion has this explanation: You and J are here to make of earth a 
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Kingdom of God. The Spirit of Creation that we call God so worked 
his plan for this beautiful planet with its life-giving atmosphere 
that the animal we call Homo sapiens should be supreme of all 
creatures. The creation of an animal with free will, with the power 
to think in abstract terms, with the power to share creativity was 
God's noblest experiment. Like all experiments, it has had its 
successes and its failures, but until now, God has not found another 
animal better fitted to do the job than is the human animal. Strange 
though it may seem to you, God has not found another animal better 
fitted than you to do the particular job that he wants you to do. 

When our astronauts were looking back at the earth from the 
vicinity of the moon, they were almost overwhelmed with the 
thought of how lucky we are to be living on what is probably God's 
most beautiful bit of heaven. From out there, this looked like the 
heaven men have dreamed about. Do you know what it has cost 
to get a beautiful home like this one? It has cost hundreds of 
millions of years of fantastic cold and incredible heat. It has cost 
the pains of earthquakes, and volcanic eruptions, and the grinding, 
pulverizing agony of glaciers. It has cost battles between darkness 
and light, between winter and summer, between death and life. 

Just think of the millions of years it took man to become 
human, to have a conscience—years of struggle, hardship, violence, 
and death. The years of his creation were the years when he learned 
that life is a struggle for the survival of the fittest and that those 
who survive are made strong by the strain. To get the best, God had 
to have one creature free to choose the good or the evil, free to 
climb or to fall, free to bless or to damn. The marvel is not that we 
have so much agony and sorrow; it is rather that out of all the 
evolutionary process there could come an animal who would not 
only create armies, but would also create the Church; who would 
not only build fortresses, but also cathedrals; who would not only 
make an atom bomb, but also a Peace Corps. When discouraged we 
must remember these lines of the poet: 


Flame of the spirit, and dust of the earth, 
This is the making of man, 

This is his problem of birth; 

Born to all holiness, born to all crime, 

Heir of both worlds, on the long slope of time 
Climbing the path of God's plan; 

Dust of the earth in his error and fear, 
Weakness and malice and lust; 

Yet, quivering up from the dust, 

Flame of the spirit, moving and clear, 
Yearning to God, since from God is its birth— 
This is man’s portion, to shape as he can, 
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Flame of the spirit, and dust of the earth— 
This is the making of man. 
MRV 823 

You must remember that your own little city or town is a minia- 
ture world. All the evil of the world is right there in the town where 
you live, and all of the good in the world is right there in the town 
where you live. The world is nothing more than your town or city 
multiplied thousands of times. That being the case, tell me now, 
what do you have the most of: good or evil? Your town has its 
criminals, but does it not have many more saints? Your town 
probably has its dens of iniquity, but does it not have more churches 
and schools? The place where you live has many things that are 
not as good as you would like to have them, but do you not have 
there also many things that are far better than most people deserve? 
So it is with the world. 

There is a second thing for you to consider when you are 
worried about all of the problems in the world, and that is the fact 
that as long as there is life on this planet there will be problems. 
There also will be the overcoming of problems. Long before the 
birth of Jesus, the Greek philosopher Plato said that happiness 
meant only the absence of pain and sorrow. He said that people 
could never know happiness unless they knew sadness also, that 
they could never know pleasure without first knowing pain, and 
that all of life is like that. Could you or I disagree with that? 

What is it that keeps you constantly searching for happiness 
and success? Is it not your fear of failure? We enjoy food because 
we have known hunger, and we are pleased to have friends because 
we have known what it is to be lonely. That is the kind of world in 
which you live, and, in spite of everything, it is a marvelous world. 
Sometimes I wonder if there is anyone who, if given the divine 
opportunity to create a new world, could come up with a better plan 
for motivating people like you and me to strive fora better life. How 
could you make people brave if there were nothing to fear, and how 
could you make people pure if they never had a chance to be vile? 

Even though we are meant to make this world into a Kingdom 
of God, a heaven on earth, there never will be a time when there are 
no problems and when there are no unhappy people. This is so 
because of the relativity of much goodness and evil. In other words, 
since human beings are so individual, with such variations of 
ability and taste, there always will be some people at the bottom 
and some people at the top, some who are successful, and some who 
are failures, some who are rich in this world’s goods, and some who 
are poor. The Bible teaches us that. 

You surely realize that right now the poor people in America 
are rich by the standards of most of the people of the world. It 
probably is safe to say that the poor people in your town are rich 
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when measured by the standards of the people who used to live in 
that town fifty years ago. Even if our American standard of living 
were to rise by one hundred percent, it would not change the 
number of poor people, for then our standards for measuring 
poverty would have changed one hundred percent. We cannot 
make everyone rich, nor can we make everyone handsome. For 
every hero or heroine there always will be thousands of relatively 
unknown individuals like ourselves. Jesus said: “The poor you 
always will have with you.” So true! 

Think of all the prejudice and bigotry existing in the world. 
Cannot we have a world without that bit of unhappiness? It is most 
doubtful. The human animal being what it is— gregarious, proud, 
suspicious, sensitive, and fearful—we can anticipate that there 
will always be clans, tribes, nations, religious denominations, 
political parties, clubs, fraternal orders, etc. etc. Always we will 
have the “ins” and the “outs”, there will be “our kind” and “those 
others.” If anyone wants to deny this, let him show us a single 
community in the world today where this is not so, or where it 
never will be so. “Birds of a feather do flock together,” and when it 
is no longer true, you and I will be in some world other than this one. 

What does all this mean? What does this mean for you specific- 
ally? Since this is God’s world, not your world, and since he created 
it to have the very problems you hate to contemplate, and since 
the relativity of so much of life means there must of necessity be 
varying degrees of success and failure, what is your attitude to be? 
You are to keep happy! 

The early Christians were very happy people, and all of us 
Christians today should be happier than we usually are. Far too 
many Christians have made of their faith a thing of sadness, a thing 
of guilt, a burden of anxiety. Those wonderful early Americans, the 
Puritans, were some of the worst offenders, and most of us have 
been too long getting out from under their gloomy influence. We 
have worried so much about the sad things of life, that we have 
forgotten to thank God for the good things. 

You can be happy, and I want to suggest three things you can 
do to increase your happiness no matter how much reason you may 
have for a certain amount of anxiety and worry. 

First of all you can be grateful. I don’t know of a better exercise 
to help anyone to keep happy, than the exercise of saying: “Thank 
you.” Perhaps you need to talk less about freedom and security, 
and simply enjoy them more! You could perhaps be a little less 
critical of the state of the world, and a little more grateful that — 
man being the kind of animal he is — things are no worse! Sure, this 
world has much that is cheap, vulgar, and obscene. The world has 
plenty of trash in music, and in literature; but thank God for the 
fact that we Americans read more good books, attend more concerts 
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of serious music, spend more time in museums, and donate more 
time and money to charity and to religion and to education than 
ever before in our history. Unpleasant people may often get the 
headlines, but the decent, hardworking Americans go quietly on 
their way making this country the envy of the world. Be grateful for 
that. The next time you have an opportunity to speak of that to 
someone else, be certain to do so. 

In the second place, you can keep happy and sleep with a clear 
conscience by doing your best to contribute something to the 
betterment of life. Whatever the worst social problem in your 
community is, you do something to help overcome it. When you go 
to bed at night, it ought to be with the thought that you have made 
your life count for something in the battle for goodness. It is one 
thing just to care about the troubles of the world, and it is another 
thing to cope with the troubles. Perhaps you individually can do 
little to clean up your town, but you can clean up your own yard 
and you can do something to clean up your own neighborhood. 
When you go to bed at night, it ought to be with the thought that 
other people are better off because of your having lived that day. 

After I had helped an old man to cross the street in the front of 
our church, he said to me: “Dr. Driftmier, I am old and falling apart 
at the seams, but I still try to live by this motto: “Do everything you 
have to do to the best of your ability, and try very hard to hurt no 
one.’” If you want to keep happy, apply that rule to your daily life, 
and some little bit of the world will be better for it. Even though it 
is a natural thing for you to have some prejudice and some bigotry, 
if you try never to hurt the feelings of anyone, you will be doing 
something towards bringing God’s Kingdom to earth. The chances 
are that what you need to do is to stop trying to carry all the burdens 
of the world on your own personal shoulders, and just try making 
life’s burdens a little bit easier for someone else each day. 

There is one more thing that you can do to keep happy, and 
that is to do something each day to make other people look up, and 
laugh, and love. Daily courage with good cheer and laughter helps 
a lot more than the grim kind that says: ‘It's a hard life, but I'm going 
to do my duty and bear it.” As somebody has said: “When things 
aren't cheerful, people have got to be!” 

Clergymen who spend much of their time counseling people 
who have problems find it very easy to feel a bit tired and low in 
spirits at the end of the day. One of my favorite little helps when I 
am feeling a bit down is to get on the telephone and call some 
invalid or some shut-in or some otherwise incapacitated person. I 
just give them a cheerful greeting, and perhaps I tell them some 
funny story that I have heard during the day. I nevertalk to anyone 
who is not well without injecting a bit of humor and good cheer 
into the conversation. What a wonderful tonic it is to heara lonely 
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and perhaps a sad person laugh. 

Of course, no matter how hard you may try to remember that 
this is God's world and that you should be grateful for it, and no 
matter how hard you may try to remember that there are problems 
in the world that must always exist, and that you should do your 
best to keep happy by giving happiness to others, there are going to 
be times when, being the frail human creature you are, things will 
seem too dark and too painful for you. When you do feel like that, 
you need to keep in yourself the same spirit that Robert Louis 
Stevenson put into this little prayer: 

If I have faltered more or less 

In my great task of happiness; 

If I have moved among my race 

And shown no glorious morning face; 

If beams from happy human eyes 

Have moved me not; if morning skies, 

Books, and my food, and summer rain 

Knocked on my sullen heart in vain:— 

Lord, thy most pointed pleasure take 

And stab my spirit broad awake; 

Or, Lord, if too obdurate I, 

Choose, thou, before that spirit die, 

A piercing pain, a killing sin, 

And to my dead heart run them in! 
MRV 1137 

The world will be a happier place when you and I are doing our 
best to keep happy. 


CHAPTER 20 
“A Life Principle That Helps” 


We learn much when we travel, particularly when we travel to 
countries like Egypt, Palestine, Czechoslovakia, and Ireland. Any 
country which has had a tumultuous history of struggle is a good 
teacher. Traveling in such countries teaches one the unbelievable 
ability of the human species to survive. For example, when one is 
acquainted with Irish history, and then sees at firsthand what is 
taking place there now in the way of growth and development in 
spite of all the anguished turmoil of the spirit, and in spite of all 
the political tempest, one cannot help but stand in awe of the 
human potential for survival. Ireland is a living demonstration of 
the near indestructibility of the human spirit. 
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On one particularly rainy day in Ireland, our guide stopped the 
car beside the edge of a barren field that stretched from the sea to 
the foot of the mountains. He said: “Off there in the distance you 
will see some walls of small houses without any roofs. Those are 
the ruins of the houses belonging to the tenant farmers who were 
starved out during the potato famine. Their landlord lived in that 
house over there — the big one that looks like a small castle. When 
the tenants couldn't pay their rents because of the potato blight, he 
ordered them to take their wives and children and leave his property. 
When they delayed a day, he set fire to all the thatched roofs and 
drove the starving people out into the winter cold. Many of them 
died that winter, but some survived, my ancestors among them. I've 
heard the old folks tell stories that they heard from their parents 
of the way they somehow kept alive in bad year after bad year, 
starved and imprisoned but never giving up. Yes, those were the 
bad years.” And then he said: “And there have been so many bad 
years since!” 

During my lifetime as a minister in New England, I have heard 
many stories of the almost impossible conditions that some people 
have had to survive. Our twenty years and more of radio broad- 
casting have brought to Mrs. Driftmier and me so many letters 
telling of the marvelous way people have not only survived, but 
also conquered and risen above some desperate situations. 

Once a beautiful young mother sat in my study telling me that 
she did not know how she could go on carrying such a heavy burden 
of sorrow. Her lovely little girl is both blind and deaf. My heart 
bled for the mother even as I told her to believe that somehow God 
would help her to endure. Some weeks later, I received this note 
from that mother: “I am doing much better this year. It’s not always 
as easy as I would like it to be, but many times I can get under 
control by thinking of what you told me. I really am stronger than 
I thought, and I really do have many blessings to count. 

“Our daughter, Carolyn, has probably influenced more people 
in her short nine and one-half years than anyone else I can think of. 
This year at the camp she attended it was quite ‘the thing’ for the 
other youngsters to learn finger-spelling so they could talk to 
Carolyn. This included some of the most handicapped youngsters. 
One little girl just the age of Carolyn has cerebral palsy, and her 
movements are very spastic. That little girl has learned to finger- 
spell to Carolyn by holding the letters in place with her other hand 
in the most amazing way! I thank God that my handicapped child is 
able to help others even in so small a way.” 

Have you ever wondered how some people manage to carry the 
crosses they have to carry? Have you ever wondered how you have 
managed to meet life's hard challenge? The hard trials come to all of 
us sooner or later. When we try to understand it, we realize that 
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when God created this body of his which we call the living universe, 
he created it with a life principle that can be seen in so many 
aspects of nature. All people on the face of the earth have known it 
even when they have not had a name for it. The old prophet Jeremiah 
said that those who place their trust in the Lord have a special 
quality of endurance which he described in these words: 

“Blessed is the man who trusts in the Lord, and rests his confi- 
dence upon him. He shall be like a tree planted by the waterside, 
that stretches its roots along the stream. When the heat comes it 
has nothing to fear; its spreading foliage stays green. In a year of 
drought it feels no care, and does not cease to bear fruit.” 

How does this life principle help you and me? There are three 
areas of spiritual help which come to us out of our understanding 
of this life principle, and as you read the remainder of this chapter, 
you will see how this help can apply to you personally. 

When life seems almost more than you can bear, keep in mind 
the great fact that no matter what happens to you, you can adjust to 
it. We humans have a greater power for adjustment than any other 
animal on the face of the earth. God made us this way. Had it been 
possible for the tragedies of life to defeat this life principle, the 
human species would have disappeared from the earth a long time 
ago. 

You probably are aware of the fact that animals required to live 
in the Arctic or the Antarctic have been provided with all of the 
necessary qualities of endurance needed for great cold. Animals 
created to live in the desert have all the physical qualities and 
mental skills for that kind of survival. But only the human animal 
has what it takes for living anywhere on the earth under any condi- 
tion of climate or soil from the cold of the poles to the heat of the 
equator. Why are hard work and staggering disappointment, eternal 
tragedies and inward anxieties, unable to master the human spirit? 
Because behind us and within us is this marvelous capacity for 
adjustment. You have managed to survive your heartaches because 
God saw to it that you were created in such a way that you can 
adjust to anything. One day you may be so happy that you think 
your heart is about to explode with joy and the next day you may be 
so stricken with sorrow your heart will feel as though it will break 
with anguish, but to both the happiness and the sorrow you can and 
do adjust. 

A second aspect of this amazing life principle which can be 
very helpful is the fact that you not only have a built-in capacity 
to adjust to sorrow and trouble, but you also have an innate capacity 
to accept sorrow and trouble. There is a difference between adjust- 
ing and accepting, and in the face of your experience, the difference 
should be rather obvious to you. For example, it is one thing for an 
amputee to adjust to the use of an artificial limb, but it is quite 
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another for him to accept this physical limitation. What you andI 
sometimes forget is that millions of persons are demonstrating 
both adjustment and acceptance all the time. You personally know 
some of these people. 

Mrs. Driftmier and I were speaking about this very thing one 
evening, and I was reminding her how, when one’s home begins to 
deteriorate, it is so easy to accept dingy paint, faded wallpaper and 
worn-out carpets. When we live with a condition, we get used to it 
and don't notice it until we have been on a vacation. I said: “You 
know, if you live with worn-out decorations long enough you 
finally get so you don't notice them.” At that very moment, even as 
I was speaking, I looked into our sun-room and saw an old lamp- 
shade that I meant to replace seven years ago. That shade was never 
meant for the lamp it is on, and it certainly was never meant forthe 
room where it now is, and yet we had put off doing anything about it 
for so long that we had just come to accept it. For the past seven 
years we knew it wasn’t right, and there were times when we 
thought briefly of doing something about it, but time went by and 
soon we were not even seeing it. 

Could you not give me some personal testimony to this? Think 
of your own life, of things you could not or did not change and so 
finally came to accept. What once seemed a great burden, you 
perhaps don't even notice now, although the burden is still there. If 
it were not for this ability we have to accept conditions to which 
we have adjusted, there would be far more insanity in the world 
than there is now. 

You will agree that there is no more remarkable institution in 
the Western World than the institution of the monogamous 
marriage, an institution that never could exist if it were not for 
the almost unbelievable ability a marriage partner has to make 
adjustments in personal life-style and then to accept those adjust- 
ments as a routine way of life. Of course, what is true of the married 
state, is also true of the single state. Being able to live alone after 
having spent a good part of one’s life in a family environment, 
sharing a home with parents and brothers and sisters, demonstrates 
an amazing ability to accept conditions to which one has had 
to adjust. 

You know that what I am saying is true. You know the condi- 
tions you have been able to accept with your mental health un- 
damaged, and your spirits high. We all have had handicaps of one 
kind or another, disabilities that in an earlier time we never would 
have thought we could have accepted, and yet we did accept them 
without giving up, and without breaking down. What you andI too 
often forget is that other people are able to accept their burdens and 
their sorrows in the same way that you and I accept ours. There 
really is no point in our wasting tears of pity for people who, even 
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while we are shedding our tears, are going on with their daily lives, 
courageously accepting their misfortunes and their handicaps and 
living with them. 

When Louis Pasteur was forty-six years old, everyone was 
weeping for the brilliant scientist. He had a shattering stroke that 
left him partially paralyzed for life. While others wept, he stopped 
his own weeping, adjusted to his handicap, and finally accepted his 
condition and lived out his life making contributions to the world 
of science and medicine that were nothing less than blessings from 
God. Beethoven's deafness broke the hearts of his family and 
friends, but the whole world knows what he was able to do even 
while others were feeling sorry for him. Once Milton had accepted 
his blindness as something he would have to live with, his greatest 
works came from his pen. 

I like this little verse by James J. Metcalfe, and I find it helpful 
to read it at least two or three times a year. 

I get discouraged now and then 
When there are clouds of gray, 
Until I think about the things 
That happened yesterday. 

I do not mean the day before 
Or those of months ago, 

But all the yesterdays in which 
I had the chance to grow. 

I think of opportunities 

That I allowed to die, 

And those I took advantage of 
Before they passed me by. 

And I remembered that the past 
Presented quite a plight, 

But somehow I accepted it and 
The future seemed all right. 
And I remind myself that I 

Am capable and free, 

And my success and happiness 
Are really up to me. wi 

When we appreciate the life principle which gives us a built-in 
endurance, we see a third way in which it helps us. No matter what 
happens, it is up to us to keep faith in nature. When trouble strikes 
your life, you probably react exactly the way every other sensitive, 
intelligent person reacts. First you are quick to resist, to cry out, to 
fight against, to beat your head against the wall when the only 
thing you could possibly do would be to let nature take its course. 
Keep in mind that you are as much a part of the world of nature as 
the trees and the birds, as the Eskimos of the Arctic and the Bush- 
men of the Australian outback, and wherever you are, or whatever 
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you are, nature has created you with the power to adjust and to 
accept. But whether or not you use that power, the power is in your 
hands. You must not forget that nature expects its creations to 
follow out the course of life that certain abilities and certain skills 
invite. If you have superior abilities, and superior skills, nature 
demands of you their competent use. The final decision, however, 
rests with you. If you fail to measure up, and if you refuse to meet 
life’s problems with the power of adjustment and acceptance that 
is yours, an unhappy nature will demand from you an unhappy 
price. 

You must never forget that you really are stronger than you 
think you are, Your children, and your friends, and all the people 
with whom you work are stronger than you may think they are. 
Built into your very being there is a life principle that is not easily 
suppressed. More than any of God’s other creatures you can adjust 
to and accept so much that at first thought you would have believed 
utterly impossible. 

People who believe this and cling to this principle when the 
storms of anguish blow against them are people who believe in God 
whether they know it or not. When we believe in God, this life 
principle of endurance becomes so clear to us. In other words, with 
this kind of faith you can let nature take its course, and, when you 
do, you will find that nature's course is your course too. That must 
have been what the poet meant when he wrote: 


Light after darkness, 
Gain after loss, 
Strength after weakness, 
Crown after cross, 
Sweet after bitter, 
Song after fears, 
Home after wandering 
Praise after tears. 
Near after distant, 
Gleam after gloom, 
Love after loneliness, 
Life after tomb; 
After long agony, 
Rapture of bliss, 
God set the pathway 
Leading to this. 


Do you doubt it? Can you not testify to it? It has been true in 
your own experience, and your witnessing to it has probably helped 
far more people than you realize. 
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Known to their radio audience as “Betty and Frederick”, Dr. and Mrs. 
Driftmier broadcast each week over radio stations in lowa, Missouri, Nebraska, 
Kansas, and Minnesota. In addition, Dr. Driftmier has a religious broadcast 
throughout southern New England. Between them, the Driftmiers hold degrees 
from Tarkio College, Alfred University, Yale University, and Leland Stanford 
University. They are parents and grandparents, and give much of their time to 
volunteer work with various organizations serving youth. Both are former 
officers in the United States Navy, are former teachers, and are active in the 
work of the South Congregational Church in Springfield, Massachusetts, where 
Dr. Driftmier has been the Senior Minister for twenty-three years. The 
Driftmiers are avid world travellers and boating enthusiasts. 

Never Lose Hope is a book that was inspired by the hundreds of letters 
which have come from radio listeners who wanted advice and counsel in times 
of discouragement. The book conveys interesting insights into how people 
can discover in their own personal faith the spiritual help they need. Alwa: 
undogmatic, and yet gently persuasive, Dr. Driftmier communicates a radiar 
optimistic faith which is certain to lift tired spirits. 
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